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PROLOGUE, 
UR cAuthor by experience finds it true, 
Tis much more hard to pleaſe himſelf , than you: 
And out of no feign'd Modeſty , this day, 
Damns his Laborious Trifle of a Play, 
Not that it's worſe than what before he writ ; 
But he has now another taſte of Wit: 
And to confeſs a Truth, (though out of time) 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtriſs, Rhyme, 
Paſſion's too fierce to be in Fetters bound , 
And Nature flies him like Enchanted Ground, 
What Verſe can do, he has perform'd m this, 
Which he preſumes the moſt correct of his. 
But ſpite of a his Pride , a ſecret Shame 
Invades his Breaſt at Shakeſpear's ſacred Name: 
eAw'd when he hears his God-like Romans Rage, 
He, in à juſt deſpair , would quit the Stage. 
And to an Age leſs poliſh'd, more unshill'd , 
Does, with diſdain, the foremoſt Honours yield. 
with the greater dead he dares not ſtrive , 
He would not match his Verſe with thoſe who live, 
Let him retire , betwixt two Ages caſt , 
The firſt of this, and hindmoſt of the Laſt. 
A loſing Gameſter , let him ſneak away, © 
He bears no ready Money from the Pay. 
The Fate which governs Poets thought it fit , 
He , ſhould not raiſe his Fortunes by bis Wit, 
The Clergy thrive , and the litigious Bar; 
Dull Heroes fatten with the ſpoils of War. 
All Southern Vices, Heav'n be prais d are here; 
But Wit's a Luxury you think too dear. 
When you to cultivate the Plant are loth, 
Ju a ſbrew'd ſign 'rwas never of your growth : 
And Wit in Northern Climates will not blow , 
A > | Except 
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4 PROLOGUE. 
Except, like Orange-Trees tis How'd from Snow. 
There needs no care to put 'a Play- Houſe down, _ 
Tu the moſt deſart Place of al the Town. 

We and our Neighbours , to ſpeak proudly, are 

Like Monarchs , ruin'd with expenſive War, 

While , like wiſe Engliſh, unconcern'd, you ſt, 
And ſee us play the Tragedy of Wit. 
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DRAMATIS 
PERSON. 
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Morat, his Younger Son. 
eArimant , Governour of Agra. 


Dianet , 
Solyman 
Air Baba 9 I Indian Lords 5 Or Omrahs 
pos 7 of ſeveral Factions. 
eAſaph Chan 7 1 | 
Faxel Chan, ] 


Nourmahal „ the Empreſs. 

Indamora , a Captive Queen. 

NMeleſinda, Wife to Morat. 2 

Zayaa , Favourite Slave to the Empreſs, . _ 
SCENE Agra, in the Year 1660. 
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abs H: AV'N ſeems the Empite of che Eaſt tolay ; 


On the ſucceſs of this important Day. 
Their Arms ate to the laſt deciſion bent, 
And Fortune labours v ith the vaſt Event. 
She now has in her Hand the 7 7 Stake, 
Which for contending Monarchs ſhe can make. 
Whate ' er can urge ambitious Youth to Fight, 
She pompouſly Ale before their ſight: 1; _ 
Laws, Empire, all permitted to the Sword, | 
And Fate could ne'er an amplet Scene afford. 
«Aſaph. Four ſeveral Armies to the Field are led, 
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Which, high in equal Hopes, four Princes Head: 
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Indus and Ganges , our wide Empires Bounds, 
Swell their dy'd Currents with their Natives 
wounds: N 5 | 

Each purple River winding , as he runs, 
His bloody Arms about his ſlaughter'd Sons. 
| Faxei, I well remember you foretold the Storm, 
When firſt he Brothers did their Factions form: 
When each, by curs'd Cabals of Women, ſtrove 
To draw th' indulgent King to partial Love, | 
Arim. What Hcav'n decrees , no prudence can 
' Prevent. | | 
To cure their mad Ambition, they were ſent 
To Rule a diſtant Province each alone. | 
What could a careful Father more have done? 
He made proviſion againſt all, but Fate; 
While, by his Health „we held our Peace of State. 
The weight of Seventy Winters yo him down, 
He bent beneach the 3 of a Crown: 
Sickneſs , at laſt, did his ſpent Body ſeize , 
And Life almoſt ſunk under the Diſeaſe: 
Mortal twas thought, at leaſt by them deſir'd, 
Who, impiouſly, into his Years enquir'd. 
As at a Signal, ſtraight the Sons prepare 
For open Force, and ruſh to ſudden War: 


Meeting, like Winds broke looſe upon the Main, 


To prove by Arms, whole Fate it was to Reign, 
Aſapb. Rebels and Parricides ! 
eArim, Brand not their Actions with fo foul 
a name: | 
Pity , at leaſt, what we are forc'd to blame, 
When Deaths cold hand has clos'd the Father's Eye, 
You know the younger Sons ate doom'd to die. 
Leſs Ills are choſen greater to avoid, | 
And Nature's Laws are by the State's deſtroy d. 
What Courage tamely could to Death conſent , 
And not, by ſtriking firſt, the blow prevent? 
Who falls in Fight, cannot himſelf accuſe, ” . 


— I —— — 
— —— — 3 . — — — 
. 2 n . C 
0 ig E Ph 5 0 
p ne ki 5 


n 


OI ͤ 


The CR EAT. MOGUL. 7 
And he dies greatly, who a Crown purſues, | 


ves 
| To them, Solyman Agah. 
| Solym. A new Expreſs all Agra does affright; 
m, Darah and Aurenge-Zebe are join d in Fight: 
2 The preſs of — thickens to the Court, 
ve Th' impatient Crowd devouring the Report. 


Arim. T' each changing News they chang d Af- 
can fections bring, 
And ſervilely from Fate expect a King. 
Solym. The Miniſters of State , who gave us Law, 
In corners, with ſelected Friends, withdraw: 
here, in deaf Murmurs, ſolemnly are wiſe; 
& Whiſp'ring , like Winds, e're Hurricanes ariſe. 
©, | The moſt corrupt are moſt obſequious grown, 
| And thoſe they ſcorn'd, officiouily they own. 
eAſaph. In change of Government, 
The Rabble rule their great Oppreſlors Fate, 
Do Sovereign Juſtice, and reveuge the State. 

Solym. The little Courtiers w ho ne'er come to know 
The depth of Factions, as in Mazes go, | 
Where Int'reſts meet and croſs ſo oft, that they - 

With too much care are wilder'd in their way. 

|! Aim. What of the Emperor: 

| Solym. Unmov'd, and — „ he like himſelf 

| appears, | 

And, meriting no ill, no danger fears. 

Yet mourns his former vigour loſt ſo far, 

To make him now Spectator of a War: 

Repining that he muſt preſerve his Crown 

By any help, or Courage, but his own: 

Wiſhes each Minute he could unbeget 

= Thole Rebel-Sons, who dare t'uſurp his Seat: 

To ſway his Empire with unequal Skill, 

And mount a Throne, which none but he can fill. 

Axim. Oh! had he {till that Character maintain'd, _ 
A4 Of 
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3 AURENGEZ EB E: Or, 
Of Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain'd , 
He promis'd in his Eaſt a Glorious Race; 
Now ſunk from his Meridian, ſets apace. 
But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 
And with abated heat, leſs fiercely ſhines, | 
Scems to grow milder as he goes away , 
Pleaſing himſelf with the remains of Day; 
So he who in his Youth, for Glory ſtrove , 
Would recompence his Age with Eaſe and Love. 
Aſaph. The name of Father hateful to him grows, 
Which, for one Son, produces him three Foes. 
Faxel. Parah, the Eldeſt bears a generous Mind; 
But to implacable Revenge inclin d. 
Too openly does Love and Hatred ſhow : 
A bounteous Maſter , but a deadly Foe. | 
Salym. From Sujah's Valour I ſhould much expect, 
But he's a Bigot of the Perſian Sect : : 
And' by a Foreign Int'reſt ſeeks to reign, 
Hopeleſs by Love the Scepter to obtain. 
eAſaph. Morat's too inſolent, too much a Brave, 
His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. 
What he attempts, if his Endeavours fail 
T' effect, he is reſolv'd no other ſhall. 
eArim. But Aurenge-Zebe by no ſtrong Paſſion 
ſway'd 5 : , 
Except his Love, more temp'rate is, and weigh'd. 
This Atlas muſt our ſinking State uphold; 
In Council cool, but in performance bold, 
He ſums their Vertues in himſelf alone, 
And adds the greateſt , of a Loyal Son. 
His Father's Cauſe upon his Sword he wears, 
And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears. 
Solym. Two vaſt Rewards may well his Cou- 
rage move , . 
A Parent's Bleſſing and a Miſtreſs Love. 
If he ſucceed, his recompence, we hear, | 
Muſt be the Captive Queen of Caſſimere, - | 
| Te 
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To them, Abas. g 


Aba. Miſchief on Miſchiefs , greater Rilt | 


and more : | | 
The Neighb'ring Plain with Arms is cover'd o'er; 
The Vale an Iron Harveſt ſeems to yield 
Of chick ſprung Lances in a waving Field. 
The poliſh'd Steel gleams terribly from far, 
Aud every Moment nearer ſhews the War. 
The Horſes Neighing by the Wind is blown, 
And Caſtl'd Elephants o'er look the Town. 
eArim. If, as 1 fear, Morat theſe Pow'rs 
Commands , l | 
Oar. Empire on the brink of Ruin ſtands: 
Th' Ambitious Empreſs with her Son is joyn'd , 
And, in his Brother's abſence has deſigu'd . 
The unprovided Town to take with eaſe, 
And then, the Perſon of the King to ſeize. 
Solym. To all his former Iſſue the has ſhown 
Long Hate, and labour'd to advance her own. 
eAbas, Thele Troops are his. | 
Surat he took; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches bither came, 
Since his approach , he to his Mother ſent, 
And two long Hours in clole Debate were ſpent. 
Axim. I'll to my Charge, the Cittadel repair, 


Aud ſhew my Duty by my timely Cate. 


To them the Emperour with a Letter in by 
Hand : aſter him an Ambaſſador , with 
a Train following. 


Aſaph. But ſee , the Emperour ? a fiery Red, 
His Brows and glowing Temples does o'erſpread ; 
Morat has ſome diſpleaſing Meſlage ſent. 

x Amb. Do not, Great Sir, miſconſtrue his intent: 
ah: a 5 Not 


o AU RENE E.-Zz EB E. Or, 


Not call Rebellion what was prudent Care, 
Io guard himſelf by neceſſary War. 
While he believ'd you living, he obey'd; 
His Governments but as your Vice-Roy ſway'd : 
But, when he thought you gone, 
T' augment the number of the Bleſs'd above, 
He deem'd 'em Legacies of Royal Love. 

Nor arm'd his Brothers Portions to invade , + 
But to defend the Prefent you had made. 
Emp. By frequent Meſſages, and ſtrict Com- 
mands 7 
He knew my pleaſure to diſcharge his Bands. 
Proof of my Life my Royal Signet made; 
Yer ſtill he arm'd, came on, and diſobey'd. 
«Amb. He thought the Mandat forg'd , your 
Death conceal'd : 
And but delay'd, till Truth ſhould be reveal'd. 
Emp. News of my Death from Rumor he receiv'd; 

And what he wiſh'd, he eaſily believ'd: 

But long demurr'd, though from my Hand he knew 

I liv'd, ſo loth he was to think it true. 

Since he pleads Ignorance to that Command, 

Now let him ſhew his Duty, and disband. 
Amb. His Honour, Sir, will ſuffer in the Cauſe , 

He yields his Arms unjuſt if he withdraws: 

And begs his Loyalty may be declar'd, 

By owning thoſe he leads ro be your Guard. 
Emp. I, in my ſelf, have all the Guard I need; 
Bid the preſumptuous Boy draw off with ſpeed; 


I his audacious Troops one Hour remain, 


My Cannon from the Fort ſhall ſcour the Plain. 
Amb Since you deny him entrance, he demands 
His Wife, whom cruelly you hold in bands: 
Her, if unjuſtly, you from him detain, 
He juſtly will by — of Arms regain. 
Emp. O'er him and his 5 A right from Heaven 


I have: 3 
| 3 Subject 
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subject and Son , he's doubly born my Slave. 

But whatſoc'er his own demerits are, | 

Tell him , I ſhall not make on Women, War, 

And yet I'll do her Innocence the Grace, 

To keep her here, as in the ſafer place. 

But thou, who dar'ſt this bold defiance bring, 

May'ſt feel the rage of an offended King. 

Heuce from my fight without the leaſt reply: 

One word, nay , one look more and thou ſhalt dye. 
Exit Ambaſſa lor. 


Re-enter Atrimant. 


Arim. May Heav'n , great Monarch , ſtill 
augment your bliſs : 

With length of Days, and every Day like this. 

For, from the Banks of Gemna news is brought, 

Your Army has a bloody Bartel fought : 

Darah from Loyal <Aurenge- Zebe is fled 

And Forty thouſand of his Men lie dead. 

To Sujah next your ——_— Army drew ; 

Him they ſurpriz'd , and eaſily o'erthrew. 

Emp. 'Tis well. | 
eArim. But well ! What more could at your 

wiſh be done, 

Than two ſuch Conqueſts gain'd by ſuch a Son? 

Your Pardon, Mighty Sir; 

You ſeem not high enough your Joys to rate; 

You ſtand indebted a vaſt Sum to Fate : 

And ſhould large Thanks for the great Bleſſing pay. 
Emp, My Fortune owes me gtcater every Day. 

And, ſhould my Joy more high for this appear, 

It would have argu'd me before of Fear. 

How is Heav'n kind, where I haye nothing won, 
And Fortune only pays me with my own? 

Arim. Great cAurenge-Zebe did duteous Care 


expreſs; 
| And 
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And dutſt not puſh too far his good Succeſſ:- 
But leſt Morat the City ſhould attac 
Commanded his Victorious Army back; 
Which, left to March as ſwiftly as they may, 
Himſelf comes fitſt, and will be here dus Day; 
Before a cloſe form'd Siege ſhut up his way. 
Emp. Prevent his purpoſe, hence, hence, wit 
all thy ſpeed. | 
Stop him; his entrance to the Town forbid. 
eArim. How , Sir , your Loyal, your Victo- 
. rious Son? | 
Emp. Him , would I more than all the Re- 
bels ſhun. : 
Arim. Whom with your Pow'r and Fortune, 
Sir, you truſt, | 
Now to ſuſpect is vain, as 'tis unjuſt. 
He comes not with a Train to move your fear, 
But truſts himſelf to be a Pris'ner here. 
You knew him brave, you know him faithful now: 
He aims at Fame, but Fame from ſerving you. 
"Tis laid, Ambition in his Breaſt does rage, 
Who would not be the Hero of an Age? 
All grant him prudent : Prudence Intereſt weighs, 
And Intereſt bids him ſeek your Love aud Praiſe. 
I know you grateful; when he march'd from hence, 
'. You bad him hope an ample recompence : 
He conquer'd in that Hope, and from your hands , 
His Love, the precious pledge he left, demands. 
_ Emp. No more; you ſearch too deep my 
wounded Mind : | 
And ſhew me what I fear, and would not find. 
My Son has all the Debts of Duty paid: 
Our Prophet ſends him to my preſent Aid. 
Such Virtue to diſtruſt were baſe and low: 
I'm nor boy, e A or I was not fo! 
Inquire no further ; ſtop his coming on: 
I will not, cannot, dare not ſee my Son. 
Axim. 
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Arim. Tis now too late his entrance to prevent: 
Nor muſt I to your Ruin give conſent. 
At once your Peoples Heart and Son's you loſe; 
Aud give him all when you juſt things refuſe. 
Emp. Thou lov'ſt me ſure; thy Faith has oft been 
try'd, | 
In ten picch-d Fields not ſhrinking from my fide, 
Yet giv'ſt me no Advice to bring me eaſe. 
<Arim. Can you be cur'd, and tell not your Diſcaſe? 
I ask'd your , Sir. f 
Emp. — Thou ſhould'ſt have ask'd again: 
There hangs a ſecret Shame on 2 Men. 
. Thou ſhould'ſt have pull'd the Secret from my Breaſt, 
Torn out the bearded Steel to give me reſt. 
At leaſt thou ſhould'ſt have gueſs'd —= _ 
Vet thou art honeſt , thou could'ſt ne er have gueſs'd. 
Haſt thou been never baſe 2 Did Love nc'er bend 
& Thy frailer Virtue , to betray thy Friend: 
Flatter me, make thy Court, and ſay, it did: 
Kings in a Crowd would have their Vices hid. 
We would be kept in Count' nance, ſav d from Shame: 


. 


8 And own'd by others who commit the ſame. 4 
e. ö Nay , now I have confeſs'd — - 4 
„ Thou ſeeſt me Naked, and without diſguiſe: 


I look on ¶Aurenge - Zebe with Rivals Eyes; 

He has abroad my Enemies o'ercome, 

8. And I have ſought to ruin him at home. 

7 2 This free Confeſſion ſhews you long did 

rive: 
And Virtue , though oppreſs'd, is ſtill alive. 
But what ſucceſs did your Injuſtice find ? 
Emp. What it deſerv'd, and not what I deſign'd. 

Unmov'd ſhe ſtood , and deaf to all my Prayers, 
As Seas and Winds to _—_ Mariners. 
But Seas grow calm, and Winds ate reconcil'd : 

Her Tyrant Beauty never grows more mild. 
Prayers, Promiſes, and Threats were all in m 
vhs 4 | "RY 


n — 


14 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 


| Leſt «Aurenge-Zebe your ſecret Love ſhould know. 
Morat without does for your Ruin wait; 


A Joy which never was ſincere till now. 


eArim. Then cure your ſelf by generous Diſdain- 
Emp. Virtue, Diſdain, Deſpair , Ioft have try'd, 
And foil'd , have with new Arms my Foedefi'd. 
This made me with ſo little joy to hear 
The Victory , when I the Victor fear. | 
Axim. Something you ſwiftly muſt reſolve to do, 


And would you loſe the Buckler of your State? 
A jealous Empreſs lies within your Arms, 
Too haughty to endure neglected Charms: 
Your Son is duteous , but (as Man) he's frail z 
And juſt Revenge o'er Virtue may prevail. 
Emp. Go then to Indamora, (ay from me, 
Two Lives depend upon her Secreſie. 
Bid her conceal my Paſſion from my Son. 115 
Though Aurenge - Tebe return a Conqueror, ls 
Both , and ſhe are ſtill within my power. - 
Say, I'ma Father, but a Lover too; 
Much to my Son, more to my Self I owe. 
When ſhe receives him, to her words give Law: 
And even the kindneſs of her Glances awe. 


See, he appears! 
[<After a (hort Whiſper , Arimant departs, 


Enter Aurenge-Zebe , Dianet, and <Attendants, | 
Aurenge-Zebe kneels to his Father, and = 


Aur. Wy Vows have been ſucceſsful as my 
| Sword : | 
My Prayers are heard , you have your Health 
f reſtor'd. : . | 
Once more tis given me to behold your Face: 
The beſt of Kings and Fathers to embrace. | 
Pardon my Tears; tis Joy which bids em flow, 
That 


-- 
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That which my A7 gave, I could not prize; 
Or 'was imperfect till I ſaw your Eyes. 
Emp. Turn the Diſcourſe : I have a reaſon why 


I would not have you ſpeak fo tenderly, 


Knew you what Shame your kind Expreſſions bring , 


' You would in pity ſpate a wretched King. 


Aur. AKing! Yourob me, Sir, of half my duc: 

You have a dearer Name, a Father too. 

Emp. I had that Name. 

Aur, ns What have I ſaid or done, 
That I no longer muſt be call'd your Son: 
'Tis in that Name, Heaven knows, Iglory more, 
Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

Emp. Then you upbraid me; I am pleas'd to ſee 
You're not ſo perfect, bur can fail, like me. 
I have no God to deal with. 

Aur, — Now I find 
Some ly Court-Devil has ſeduc'd your Mind: 
Fiil'd it with black Suſpicions, not your own: 
And all my Actions through falſe Opticks ſhown. 


I ne'er did Crowns ambitiouſly regard: 
Honour I ſought, the generous Mind's Reward. 


Long may you live!! While you the Scepicr ſway , 


I ſhall be (till moſt happy to obey. 
Emp. Oh <Aurenge - Zebe! thy Virtues ſhine 
too bright. 
They flaſh too fierce: I, like the Bird of Night, 
Shut my dull Eyes, and ſicken at the ſight. 
Thou haſt deſery'd more Love than I can ſhow: 
Bur tis thy Fate to give, and mine to owe. 
Thou ſeeſt me much diſtemper'd in my Mind: 
Pull'd back , and then puſh'd forward to be kind. 
Virtue, and — fain I wou'd my filence break: 
But have not yet the confidence to ſpeak, 
Leave me, and to thy needful Reſt repair. 
Aur. Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's fn, 
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I have not yet my Indamora ſeen. UI going, 
Emp. Somewhat I had forgot: Come back again: 
So weary of a Father's Company ! 
eAur. Sir, you were pleas'd your ſelf to Li- 
cenſe me. | 
Emp. You made me no relation of the Fight, 
Beſides, a Rebels Army is in fight. 
Adviſe me firſt: yet go == — 
He goes to Indamora; I ſhould take [eAſide, 
A kind of envious Joy to keep him back. 
Yet to detain him makes my Love appear: 
L hate his Preſence , and his Abſence fear. [ Exit. 
Aur. To ſome new Clime, or to tny Native Sky, 
O Friendleſs and forſaken Virtue fly. 
Thy Indian Air is deadly to thee grown: 
Deceit and canker'd Malice rule thy Throne. 
Why did my Arms in Bartel proſp'rous prove, 
To gain the barren _ of Filial Love? 
The beſt of Kings by Women is miſled , 


Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 
Againſt my ſelf I Victories have won, 
And by my fatal abſence am undone. 


To him Indamora , with Kaan 


But here ſhe comes ! 
In the calm Harbour of whoſe gentle Breaſt, 
My Tempeſt-beaten Soul may ſafely reſt. _ 
Oh, my Heart's Joy! Whar-c'er my Sorrows be, 
They ceaſe and vavith in beholding thee : 
Care ſhuns thy Walks; as at the cheartul Light, 
The groaning Ghoſts and Birds obſcene take flight. 
By this one view, all my paſt pains are paid: 
And all I have to come more eaſie made. 

Ind. Such ſullen Planets at my Birth did ſhine , 
They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine. 
Fly the purſuit of my diſaſtrous Love, 


; | "4 . : Wy =” | a OY 
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ng. And from r Neighbourhood remove. 

in: «Aur. Bid the laborious Hind, | 
Whole harden'd Hands did long in Tillage toil, 

Li- Negle& the promis'd Harveſt of the Soil. 5 
Should I, who cultivated Love with Blood, 

ty Refuſe poſſeſſion of approaching good? 


Ind. Love is an airy good, Opinion makes; 
Which he who only thinks he has, partakes: 
de. Seen by a ſtrong Imagination's Beam, 
That tricks and dreſſes up the gaudy Dream. 
Preſented ſo, with Rapture tis enjoy'd ; 


xit. Rais 'd by high Fancy, and by low deſtroy'd. 
xy: Aur. If Love be Viſion, mine has all the Fire, 
8 in firſt Dreams, young Prophets does 
inſpire: . 
I Dream, in you, our promis d Paradiſe: 
. An Ages tumult of continu'd Bliſs. 


But you have ſtill your Happineſs in doubt: 

Or elſe tis paſt, and you have dreamt it out. 
Ind. Perhaps not ſo. 

Aur. Can Indamora prove 

So alter'd! Is it but, Perhaps you love? 

Then farewel all. I thought in you to find 

A Balm , to cure my much diſtemper'd Mind. 

I came to grieve a Father's Heart eſtrang'd; 


But little 1 to find a Miſtreſs chang d. 


Nature her ſelf is chang:d to puviſh me; 

Virtue turn'd Vice, and Faith —— 
be; Hu. You heard me not Inconſtancy confeſs: 

*Twas but a Friends Advice to love me leſs. 
t, Who knows what adverſe Fortune may befall? 


he. Arm well your Mind; hope little , and fear all. 
| Hope, with a goodly proſpect feeds your Eye; 
Shows, from a riſing Ground, poſſeſſion nigh; 
ne, Shortens the diſtance, or o' er · looks it quite: 
So eaſie tis to travel with the ſight. | 
_ eAur. Then to deſpair you wu d my Loye * » 
Ws A + . a d | 
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By taking Hope , its left kind Friend, away. 
You hold the Glaſs, but twin the Perſpective, 
Aud farther oft the leſſen d Object drive. 

You bid me feas: in that your change I know: 


You would prepare me for the coming Blow. 


But, to prevent yon, take my laſt Adieu; 
I'll ſadly teil my (elf, you are untrue, 
Rather than ſtay to hear it told by you. 


Going, 
In. Stay, Aurenge-Zebe, Imuſt not let you go; 
And yet believe your ſelf your own welt Fee: 
Think I am true, and ſcek no more to know. 
Let in my Breaſt the fatal Secret lie, 


Tis a fad Riddle, which, if known, we die. 


See ming to pauſe. 

Aur. Fair Hypoctite Jeu ſeek to cheat in vain; 
Your filence argues you — time to feign. "EM 
Once mote, farewel : The Snare jp fight is laid, 


Tis my own fault if I aw now _ i 
doing again. 


Ind. Vet once more ſtay, you ſhall believe me true, 
Though in one Fate I Wrap my {elf and you. 
Your abſence =ww 

Arim. Hold you know the hard Command 
I muſt qbey ; you only can withſtand 
Your own mis-hap; I heg you on my Knee, 

Be not unhappy * wm dyn Decree. 
Aur. Speak, Madan , by (if that be yet an Oath) 
Your Love, I'm pleas'd we ſhould be tuin d Soth. 
Both is a found of Joy. | 
In Death's dark Bow'rs aur Rridals we will keep: 
And his cold Hand | = 
Shall draw the Curtain when we 2 to fleep.. | 
Ind. Know then,that man whom bath of us did truſt, 


Has been, to you unkind, to me unjuſt, 


The Guardian of my Faith ſa falſe did prove, 


. _ 


As 0 folicite me with lawle Laye:. 
c Pray d 
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Pray d , promis'd, threatn'd', all that Man could do, 


1 Baſe as he's greatz and need I tell you who? 


Aur. Yes; for I'll not believe my Father meant: 


Speak quickly , and my impious thoughts prevent. 


Ind. You've faid ! I wiſh Icould ſome other name 
Arim. My Duty muſt excuſe me, Sir, from blame. 
A Guard there. | 


Enter Guards. 
Aur.— Slave, for me? 


Arim. My Orders are | 
To ſeize this Princeſs, whom the Laws of War 


Long ſince made Priſoner. 


cAur, — Villain. 
Arim. Sir, I know 
Your Birth, nor durſt another call me ſo. 
eAur. I have redeem'd her; and as mine (he's free. 
eArim, You may have right to give her liberty: 
But with your Father, Sir, that right diſpute, 
For his Commands to me were abſolute; 
If ſhe diſclos'd his Love, to uſe the right 
Of War, and to ſecure her from your fight. 
Aur. I'll reſcue her, or die. (Draws. 
And you, my Friends, tho' few, are yet too brave 
To ſee your Gen'rals Miſtreſs made a Slave. 
[All Draw. 
Ind. Hold, my dear Lovel if ſo much Power 
there lies, | | 
As once you own'd , in Indamora's Eyes. 
Loſe not the Honour you have early won; 
But ſtand the blamelefs Pattern of a Son. 
My Love your Claim inviolate ſecures: | 
"Tis writ in Fate, I can be only yeurs. 
My Sufferings for you make your Heart my due: 
Be worthy me, as I am worthy you, | 
| F Pre 


+} 
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T've thought, and bleſs'd be you who gave me 
time: [Aur. Putting up bs Sword. 
My Virtue was-ſurpriz'd into a Crime. 


Strong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles ſtill: 


Exerts it ſelf, and then throws off the ill. 

I to a Son's and Lover's Praiſe aſpire: 

And muſt fulfil the parts which both require. 

How dear the cure of Jealouſie has coſt ! 

With too much Care and Tenderneſs y'are loſt ! 
So the fond Youth from Hell redeem'd his Prize, 
Till looking back, ſhe vaniſh'd from his Eyes. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


A CT. FL 


Betwixt the ACTS „ 4 Warlike Tune 


is plaid , ſhooting off Guns , and 
ſhouts of Soldiers are heard as in an 
Aſfault. 


"Aurenge- Zebe , Arimant , Aſaph Chan; 
Fazel Chan , Solyman. 


Aurenge - Lebe. 
Hat Man could do, was by Morat perform'd: 
The Fortreſs thrice him@F in Perſon ſtorm'd. 


Your Valour bravely did th' Aſſault ſuſtain: 
And fill'd the Moats and Ditches with the Slain. 
Till, mad with Rage, into the Breach he fir'd: 
Slew Friends and Foes, and in. the Smoak retir'd. 
cArim. To us you give what Praiſes are not due: 
Morat was thrice tepuls'd , but thrice by you. 


8 * 
* 
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High, over all, was your great Conduct ſhown: 
You ſought our ſafety, but forgot your own. 
Aſaph. Their Standard, ' planted on the Bat- 
tlement ee 
Deſpair and Death among the Soldiers ſent: 
You , the bold Omrah tumbled from the Wall : 
And ſheuts of Victory purſu'd his Fall. 
Fazel. To you, alone, we owe this proſ- 
p'rous Day : | | 
| Our Wives and Children reſcu'd from the Prey : 
| Know your own Intereſt, Sit, wherec'er you lead, 
| We jointly vow to own no other Head. 
Solym. Your wrongs are known, impoſe but 
our Commands; | 
This hour ſhall bring you twenty thouſand Hands. 
eAur. Let them who truly would appear my 
Friends, | 
Employ their Swords, like mine , for noble ends. 
No more : Remember you have bravely done : 
Shall Treaſon end, what Loyalty begun? 
I own no wrongs , ſome grievance I confeſs. , 
Bur Kings, like Gods , at their own time redreſs. 
vet, ſome becoming boldneſs I may uſe : 
I've well deſcry'd , nor will he now refule. 
I'll ſtrike my Fortunes with him at a heat; 
And give him not the leiſure to forget. 
[Exit attended by the Omrahs. - 
eArim, Oh ! Indamora, hide theſe fatal Eyes: 
Too deep they wound whom they too ſoon ſurprize ; 
My Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all 
Before this Univerſal Monarch fall. 
Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray; . 
Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth lippery way? 
Pleas'd with the Paſſage , we ſlide dib on, 
And ſee the Daugers which we cannot ſhun. 
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| To him Indamora. 
Ind. 1 hope my Liberty may reach thus far: 


Theſe Terras-walks within my limits are. 

1 | 1 came to ſeek vou, and to ler you know , 

1 How much I to your generous Pity owe. 

The King, when he defign'd you for my Guard, 

Reſolv'd he would not make my Bondage hard. 

If otherwiſe, you have deceiv'd his end; 

And whom ke”meant a Guardian , made a Friend. 
Arim. A Guardian's Title I muſt own with ſhame ; 

But ſhould be prouder of another Name. 
Ind. _ therefore *rwas I chang'd that Name 

before : | 

I call'd you Friend, and could you wiſh for more? 

Arim. I dare not ask for what you would not 


rant: 
But Sies „ Madam, are extravagant. 
They are not bounded with things poſlible : 
I may with more than I preſame to tell. 
Deſire's the vaſt extent of Humane Mind, 
It mounts above, and leaves poor Hope behind, 
Ind, What? | h 
eArim. Why did you ſpeak? you've daſh'd my 
Fancy quite: ey 8 
Ev'n in the approaching Minute of Delight. 
J muſt take tina : 
E're I the Rapture of my with renew , 
And tell you then, it tetminares in you. 
Ind. Have you conſidetd what th' event would be: 
Ot know you, Arimant your ſelf, or me? 
Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh, 
My Youth in Bloom, your Age in its decay? | 
eArim. I my own Judge, condemn'd my ſelf 
deo | en 
For pity aggravate my Crime no more. 


— 
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So weak I am,; I with # frown am flams.. 
You need have us d but aff f6 much Sala. 
Ind. I am not eruel yet te that 
Have better Thoughts both of your elf , and me, 
Beaat * Monarch is, 
Which Kingly Powet Mayvificertly prove proves 
By ctowds of Slaves, tid Peepled Empire ond 
And {ach a Slave as y6u'; What Queen ul loſe? 
Above the reſt, 1 AHrimant would chaſe; 
For Counſel, Valour, Truth, and Kindueſs too, 
All I could wifh in Mat, 1 flad is yew: 
Arim. dn could to greater — 
Jam, methinks, a God, by you thus prais' d. 
Ind. To what may not deſert, like yours pretend? 
Von have all qualities that fit à Fife 5 
eArim. So Mariners miſtake the promt d Coaſt: 
And, with full Sails, om dhe blind Rocks are loſt. 
Think you m Veins fo faintly beat; 
They i tis be chaw to Friendſhips heat? 
So weak your Charms cht, liks a Winrets Night, 
Twinkling 2 Stats; they fleend me while 
tlie 
Ind. Titer ; me not, good Aiman 1 kabw 
My Beauty's Pow'r, and what my Charmes can do. 
You your dw Talent have hot kefrn'd fo well; 
But ptactiſe one, where you un HEct W 
You can at moſt, 
To an igcfiff rent Lots Peale ßtetchd! !? 
pet ou rs PR 8 ny Friend, © 
71 288 ird; | 
Not cet tity Love (6 Amie © a? | 
_ to my 2 . 1 1 
* wonld CET y if 1 kdes but Howe; 
kk Do not. Yout Anget, Hike your Le, ig vin: 
When Ser I pleaſe, Jod mruſt be pleac'd Agria. 
Knowing what pow'r I have your Witt 6 bed 5 
I 'Lafe i © for] need juſt ſaek 4 Friend. 
: B 4 You 
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ou muſt perform, not what you think is fit: 
— to what - ever L propole, ſubmit. | 
Arim. Madam, you have a ſtrange Aſcendant 
ain'd ; | bt! 
You uſe me like a Courſer , Spurr'd and Rein'd: 
If I fly out, my fierceneſs you Command, 
Then ſooth, and gently ſtroke me with your Hand. 
Impoſe ; but uſe your pow'r of Taxing well 
When Subjects cannot Pay, they ſoon Rebel. 


Enter the Emperour „ unſeen by them. 


Ind. My Rehels puniſhment would eaſie prove: 
You know y'arc in my pow'r by making Love. 
Aim. Would I, without diſpute, your Will 
And could you, in return, my Life betray? _ 
Emp. What danger, eArimant , is this you fear? 
Or what Love ſecret which I muſt not hear? 
[Theſe alter'd Looks ſome inward Motion ſhow, 
His Cheeks are pale, and yours with e glow 
| Io her. 
Ind. Tis what, with Juſtice, may my Anger 
ee i, ; | | =: 
He has been bold, and talk'd to me of Love. 
Arim. I am betray d, and ſhall be dopm'd to 
die ! | | TeAſede, 
Emp. Did he, — Slave, preſume to look ſq high? 
That crawling Inſect, who from Mud began, 
Warm'd by my geams , and kindl'd into Man! 
Durſt he, who does but for my pleaſure live, 
Intrench on Love, my Preat Prerogative? 
Print his baſe Image on his Sovereign's Coin? 
Tis Treaſon if he ſtamp his Love with mine. 
eArim. Tis true, I have been bold, but if it be 
A Crime —— <a! 
Ind, — He means,; tis only ſo to me. 
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You, Sir, ſhould praiſe what I muſt diſapprove; 
He inſolently ralk'd ro me of Love: 3 
But, Sir, twas yours; he made it in your Name; 
You , if you pleaſe, may all he ſaid diſclaim. 

Emp. 1 muſt diſclaim whate er he can expreſs: 
His groveling Senſe will ſhew my Paſſion leſs. 
But ſtay, if what he ſaid my Mey be, 
What Fear, what Danger could arrive from me? 
He ſaid , he fear'd you would his Life betray. 

Ind. Should he preſume again, perhaps I may. 
Though in your hands he hazard not his Life, 

Remember, Sir, your Fury of a Wife: | 
Who, not content to be reveng'd on you, 
The Agents of your Paſſion will purſoe. SPINS 

Emp. If I but hear her naim'd , I'm ſick that Day; 
The ſound is mortal, and frights Life away. 

— me, eArimant , my jealous Thought; 

Diſtruſt in Lovers is the Tender's fault. 

Leave me, and tell thy (elf in my excuſe, _ 

Love, and a Crown, no Rivalſhip can bear; 

And precious things are ſtill poſſeſs'd with fear. 
OO [Exit Arimant Bowang. 

This, Madam, my excuſe to you may plead ; 

Love ſhould forgive the Faults which Love has made. 

Ind. From me, What pardon can you hope to have, 
Robb'd of my Love, and treated as a Slave? 

Emp. Force is the laſt Relief which Lovers find: 

And tis the beſt excuſe of Woman kind. | 
lud. Force never yet a generous Heart did gain; 
We yield on parley , but are ſtorm'd in vain. 
Conſtraint in all things makes the pleaſure leſs; 
Sweet is the Love which comes wit virgo. 
Emp. No; ttis reſiſtance that inflames deſite: 
Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows his Fire. 
Love is dilarm'd that meets with too much eaſe: 
He languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe. 
And therfote tis your Golden Fruit you guard 
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With fo much care, to make vide hard. 
Ind. Was t not enough, you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you muſt my Love war 5 
I was well-pleas'd to have transferr'd my Right, 
And better chang'd your claim of Lawleſs Might, 
By taking him, whom you cſteem'd above 
e Sons, and taught me dirſt to Love. 
Emp. My Son, by my Command his Courſe 
muſt ſteer: 
I bad him love, I bid him now forbear. 
If you have any kindneſs for him ſtill, 
Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Will. 
Ind. Muſt I adviſe? | 
Then let me ſee him, and I'l! try t' obey. 
* Emp. I had forgot, and dare not truſt your way. 
But ſend him word, ; | Mn 
He has nor here an Army to Command: | 
Remember he and you are in my Hand. 
Ind. Yes, in a Father's Hand, whom he has 
. . Jerry's: -- | ao 0 
And, with the hazard of his Life, preſery'd. 
But Piety to you, unhappy Prince, 8 
Becomes a Crime, and Duty an ice : 
* Againſt your ſelf you with your Foes combine, 
And ſeem your, own deſtruction to deſign. 
; Emp, You may be pleas d your Politicks to ſpare: 
I'm old enough, and can my {elf take care. 
ud. Advice from me was, I confeſs, too bold: 
1 are old enough, it may be, Sit, too old. 
6 Law f 290 pleaſe your ſelf with your contempt 
N 
But 2. zlected, will convert to Rage. 
If on your Head my Fury does not turn, | 
Thank that fond Dotage which ſo much you ſcorn. 
But, in another's Perſon you may prove, . 
There's warmth for Vengeance left, though not 
for Love. F 
7 8 
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Re-enter Arimant. 


Arim. The Empreſs has the Anti-Chambers paſt, 
And this way moves with a diſorder'd haſte: 

Her Brows, the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear. 
Emp. Madam, retire: She muſt nor 15 you here. 
Exit Indamora with Arimant. 


Enter Nourmahal haſtily. 
Nour.” What have I done that Nourmahal wuſt 


rove LINES 
The ſcorn and triumph of a Kival's Love? | 
My Eyes are ſtill the ſame, each Glanceè, each Grace, 
Kcep theit firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place; 
Not ſecond yet to any othet Face. *** 
Emp. What Rage tranſports yon? Are you well 
awake? Pong | ; 
Such Dreams diſtracted Minds in Feavers make. 
Nour. Thoſe Feavers you have given, thoſe 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed. 
Such Viſions houtly pals before my light; 7 
Which from my Eyes theit balmy flumbets fright, — 
In the f=yereft ſilence of the Night. | 
Viſions which in this Citadel are ſeen ; oh 
Bright, Glotious Viſions of a Rival Queen. l 
NO patience , my firſt Flames can ne'er 
e 1 TH 
Thele ate but Dreams , and fooh will paſs away, 
Thou know'Iſt, my Heart, my Empire, all isthine; 
In thy own Heav'n' of Love ſerenely thine: 
Fair as the Face of Nature did appear, 
Bear, 7 
And Winter had not yet deform'd th' inverted Year. 
| Calm 
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With fo much care, to make poſſeſſion hard. 
Ind. Was'tnotenough ,you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you mult my Love . 8 
I was well - pleas'd to have transferr'd my . 

And better chang'd your claim of Lawleſs Might, 
By taking him, whom you cſteem'd above 
Your ther Sons , and taught me Atſt to Love. 

Emp. My Son, by my Command his Courſe 

muſt ſteer: 
I bad him love, I bid him now forbear. 
If you have any kindneſs for him ſtill, 
Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Will. 

Ind. Muſt I adviſe ? | | 
Then let me ſee him, and I'II try t' obey. 

' Emp. I had forgot, and date not truſt your way. 
But ſend him word, | 
He has nor here an Army to Command: 
Remember he and you are in my Hand. 

_ AS in a Father's Hand, whom he has 

_ ſerv'd; | | 
And, with the hazard of his Life, preſery'd. 
But Piet y to you, unhappy Prince, 
Becomes a Crime, and Duty an Offence: 
Againſt your ſelf you with your Foes combine, 
And ſeem your own deſtruction to deſign. 

i Emp, You may be pleas d your Politicks to ſpare : 

I'm old enough, and can my {elf take care. 

lud. Advice from me was, I confeſs, too bold: 

Y* are old enough, it may be, Sit, too old. 

| You: 200 pleaſe your ſelf with your contempt 
e: 

But "pig zlected, will convert to Rage. 

If on your Head my Fury does not turn, | 

Thank that fond Dotage which ſo much you ſcorn. 
Bur, in another's Perſon you may prove, _. 
There's warmth for Vengeance left, though not 
for Love. e 


0 


Re- 
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Re-enter Arimant, 


Arim. The Empreſs has the Anti-Chambers paſt, 
And this way moves with a diſorder'd haſte: 
Her Brows, the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear, 

Emp. Madam, retire: She muſt not fad you here, 

[Exit Indamora with Arimant. 


Enter Nourmahal haſtily. 
Nour.” What have I done, that Nourmahal muſt 


rove 2 
The Wort and triumph of a Kival's Love} | 
My Eyes areſtill the ſame, each Glancè, each Grace, 
Keep theit firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place; 
Not ſecond yet to any othet face. F 
Emp. What Rage tranſports you? Are you well 
awake? 3 | : 
Such Dreams diſtracted Minds in Feavers take. 
Nour. Thoſe Feavers you' have giv'h, thoſe \ 
- \ "Dial ae beea, © {et  S2, 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed. I 
Such Vifions houtly pats before my fight; 7 
Which from my Eyes theit balttiy flum sfright, > 
In the ſeyereſt ſilence of the Night. 5 
Viſions which in this Citadel are ſeen ; 5 
Bright, Glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen. 
Enp. Have parience, my fitft Flames can ne'er 
ecay: 3 The 
Thele at but Dreams, and foon will paſs away, 
Thou know'ſt, my Heart, my Empire, all is thine ; 
In thy own Heav'n of Love ſerenely ſhine: | 
Fair as the Face of Nature did appear, | | 
When Flow 6is felt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms & 
| W | | 
And Wintet had not yet deform'd th* inverted Year. 
| Calm 
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: Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaſtern Groves, 
And bright as when thy Eyes firſt lighted up our 
Loves. 
Let our Eternal Peace be ſcal'd by this, 
With the firſt Ardour of a Nuptial Kiſs. 
„ [Offers to Kiſs her, 

Nour Me would you have, me your faint Kiſſes 

prove 5 | 
The dregs and droppings of enervate Love? 
Muſt I your cold long-labouring Age ſuſtain, 
And be to empty Joys provok'd in vain? 
Receive you ſighing after other Charms, 
And take an abſent Husband in my Arms? 

Emp. Even theſe Reproaches I can bear from you, 
You doubted of my Love, believe it true. 
Nothing but Love this Patience could produce, 
And I allow your Rage that kind excuſe. 
Nour. Call it not Patience, tis your Guilt 

ſtands mute: 8 4 
You. have a Cauſe too foul to bear diſpute. 

You wrong me firſt, and urge my Rage to riſe, 
Then I muſt paſs for Mad, you, Meck and Wiſe, 
Good Man, plcad Merit by your ſoft Replies. 
Vain priviledge , poor Women have of tongue: 
Man can ſtand ſilent and reſolve on wrong. 

/ Emp. What can I more? my Friendihip you 
= eſe, ts : 

And even my Mildneſs, as my 'Crime accuſe. 

Nour. Your ſullen filence cheats not me, falſe 

Man; | bo 
I know you think the bloudieſt things you can. 
Could you accuſe me, you would raiſe your Voice: 
Watch for my Crimes, and in my Guilt rejoyce. 
But my known Virtue is from ſcandal free, 

And leaves no ſhadow for your Calumny. 
} Emp. Such Virtue is the plague of Human Life: 
A Virtuous Woman, but a curſed Wife. 5 


In 
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In vain of pompous Chaſtity y'are proud: 
Virtue's a4 the Tongue bn. 

I, with leſs pain, a Proſtitute could bear, 

Than the ſhrill ſound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 

In unchaſte Wives = | 
There's yet a kind of recompenſing ealc : 

Vice keeps em humble, gives em care to pleaſe: 

But againſt clamorous Virtue , what defence? 

It ſtops our Mouths, and gives your noiſe pretence. 

Nour. Since Virtue does your Indignation raiſe, 

_ *Tis pity but you had that Wife you praiſe. 

Your own wild Appetites are prone to range ; 
And then you tax our Humours with your chang e 

Emp. What can be ſweeter than our Native home? 

Thither for caſe, and ſoft repoſe , we come. 

Home is the ſacred refuge of our Life: 

Secur'd from all approches, but a Wife. 

If thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no doubt: 
None but an Inmate Foe could force us our. 
Clamours, our privacies uneaſie make: 

Birds leave their Neſts diſturb'd , and Beaſts their 

Haunts forſake. [bred ; 

Nour. Honour's my crime that has your loathing 
You take no pleaſure in a Virtuous Bed. 

Emp. What pleaſure can there be in that Eſtate , 

Which your unquietneſs has made me hate? 

I ſhrink far off 4h | 
Diſſembling Sleep, but wakeful with the _ 4 
The Day takes off the pleaſure of the Night. | 

Nour oy Thoughts no other Joys but Pow'r 
rſue : | | 
Or if they did, they muſt be loſt in you. 
And yet the fault's not mine 
ThoughYouth andBeauty cannot warmth command; 
The Sun in vain ſhines on the barren Sand. 
_ Emp. "Tis true, of Marriage Bands Im weary 
grown; Love 
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Love ſcorns all ties, but thoſe that are his own. © 
Chains that are drag'd, muſt needs uneaſie prove: 
For there's a God-like liberty in Love. 
Nour. What's Love to. you? 

The Bloom of Beauty other Years demands, 
Nor will be gather'd by ſuch wither'd Hands: 
You imporrune it with a falſe defire , 
Which ſparkles out, and makes no ſolid Fire. 
This impudence of Age, whence can it ſpring? 
All you expect, and yet you nothing bring. 
Eager to ask , when you are paſt a Grant, 
Nice in providing what you cannot want. 
Have Conſcience, givenot her you love this pain: 
Sollicite not your {if „and her, in vain. 
All other Debts may compenſation find: 
But Love is ſtrict, and will be paid in kind. 
Emp. Sure of all Ills Domeſtick are the worſt; 
When moſt ſecure of Bleſſings, we are curſt. 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear. 
And cleaving Miſchiefs. 
Neyr. = What you merit, have: 
And ſhare, at leaſt, the Miſeries you gave. 
Your days I will alarm, T'll haunt your Nights; 
And, worſe than Ape , diſable your Delights. 
May your ſick Fame ſtill languiſh till it dye: 
All Offices of Pow'r neglected lye, | 
And you ge _ in every Subject's Eye. 
Then as the greateſt Curſe that I can give; 
Unpity'd , be depos'd: and after live. 
Emp. Stay; and now learn, [ Going off. 
How Criminal foe'er we Husbands ate, | 
Tis not for Wives to puſh our Crimes too far. 
Had ou {till Miſtreſs of your Temper been 
J had been modeſt, and not own'd my Sin. 
Your Fury hardens me, and whate'cr wrong 

You ſuffer , you have cancell'd by your Tongue. 

| 1 


1 
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A Guard there; ſeize her - ſhe ſhall know this Hour, 


What is a Husband's » and a Monarch's Pow'r. 
Il Guards ſeize her. 


Enter Aurenge-Zebe. 


Nour. I ſee for whom your Charter you maintain: 
J muſt be fetter'd, and my Son be lain, 
That Zelyma's ambitiqus Race may Reign. 
Not ſo, you promis'd when my Beauty drew 
All Aſia's Vows ; when Perſia left for you, 
The Realm of Candabar for Dow'r I brought: 
| Thar long contended Prize for which you 1 
| Aur. The name of Step- Mother, your pradtis'd 
1 Art : TY : | | 
| By which you have eſtrang'd my Father's Heart, 
| All you have done agginſt me, or deſign , 
, Shews your averſion , but begets not mine. 
g Long may my Father [ndia's Empire Guide: 
| And may no breach your Nuptial Vows divide. 
Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this Hour, 
Aſſume the right of Man's Deſpotick Po Tr. 
Man is by Nature form'd your Sexes Head: 
| And is himſelf the Cannon of his Bed. 
| In Bands of Iron fetter'd you ſhall be: 
An eaſier Yoke than what you put on me. | 
| Aur. Though much 1 my Int'reſt is not 
| great » . [ Kneeling, 
| 


Let me your Royal Clemency intreat. 

Secrets of ane ſtill are Sacred held; 

Their ſweet and bitter by the Wile conceal'd. 
Etrors of Wives reflect on Husbands ſtill: . 
And, when divulg'd, proclaim you've choſen ill. 
[| And the myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 
Should always be maiptain'd, but rarely ſhown. 
| Emp. To ſa perverſe a Sex all Grace is vaiu;- 

It gives em courage to offend again; 


4 


For | 


| * 
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For with feign'd Tears they penitence pretend: 
Again are pardon'd , and again offend. 
Fathom out pity when they ſeem to gtieve? 
Only to try how far we can forgive. 
Till lanching out into a Sea of ſtrife , 
They ſcorn all Pardon, and appear all Wife. 
But be it as you pleaſe : for your lov'd fake, 
This laſt and fruitleſs Trial I will make. 
In all Requeſts, your right of Merit uſe: 
And know, there is but one I can refuſe. 
 [ He ſigns jo the Guards, and they 
| | remove from the Empreſs. 
Nour. You've done enough, for you deſign'd 
my Chains: 
The Grace is vaniſh'd , but th' Affront remains. 
Nor is't a Grace , or for his Merit done; 
You durſt no farther, for you fear'd my Son. 


This you have gain'd by the rough courſe you prove: 


I'm paſt Repentance , and you paſt my Love. 
3 | | Exit. 
Emp. A Spirit ſo untam'd the World nes bore. 
Aur. And yet worſe uſage had incens'd her more. 
But fince by no Obligement ſhe is ty'd, 
You muſt betimes for your Defence provide. 
I cannot idle in your danger ſtand ; | 
Bur beg once more I may your Arms Command. 
Two Battles your auſpicious Cauſe has won; 
My Sword can perfect what it has begun, 
And from your Walls diſlodge that haughty Son. 
Emp. My Son , your Valour has this Day 
been ſuch , | 
None can enough admire, or praiſe too much. 
Bur now, with reaſon, your Succeſs I doubt: 
Her Faction's ſtrong within, his Arms without. 
Air. 1 left the City in a Panick fright, 
Lions they are in Council, Lambs in Fight. 
But my own Troops by Mirxab led, ate near: 
| - I, 
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I, by to morrow's Dawn, expect em here. 

To favour em III (ally out ere Day: 

And through our flaughter'd Foes enlarge their way. 
Emp. Age lias not yet ; 

So ſhrunk my Sinews, or fo chill'd my Veins , 

But conſcious Virtue in my Breaſt remains; 

But had I now [ fraughe , 

That Strength, with which my boiling Youth was 

When in the Vale of Balaſor I fought , 

And from Bengale their Captive Monarch brought; 

W hen Elephant 'gainſt Elephant did rear | 

His Trunk, and Caſtles juſtl'd in the Ait; 

My Sword thy way to Victory had ſhown, 

And ow'd the Conquelt to it ſelf alone. ; 
eAur. Thoſe fair Ideas to my Aid Fll call, 

And emulate my great Original, 

Or, if they fail, I will invoke in Arms, 

The Pow'r of Love, and Indamora's Charms. 
Emp. I doubt the happy Influence of your Star; 

T' invoke a Captives Name bodes ill in War. 
Aur. Sir, give me leave to ſay, what ever now 

The Omen prove, it boded well to you. 

Your Royal Promiſe, when J went to fight, 

Oblig'd me to — a Victor's Right. 

Her Loy I fought for, and I won: 

And claim it as your General , and your Son. 

Emp. My Ears ſtill ring with noiſe, I'm 
vex'd ro Death : 


"Tongue-kill'd „and have not yet recover'd breath. 


Nor will I be preſcrib'd my time by you: : 
Firſt end the War, and then your Claim renew. 
While to your Conduct I my Fortune truſt , 


| To keep this 8 of Duty is but juſt. 


Aur. Some hidden Cauſe your Jealouſie does 
move; 
Or you could ne er ſuſpect my Loyal Love. 
Emp. What Love ſocyer by an Heir is ſhown, 


C 
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He waits but time to ſtep into the Throne. 
You're neither juſtifi'd , nor yet accus'd: 

Mean while, the Pris'ner with reſpect is us'd. 

Aur. I know the kindneſs of her Guardian ſuch, 
I need not fear too little, but too much. 


But how, Sir, How have you from Vertue [wery'd? | 


Or what ſo ill return have I deſerv'd? 
You doubt not me, not have I ſpent my Blood, 
To have my Faith no better underſtood : 
Your Soul's above the baſeneſs of diſtruſt : 
Nothing but Love could make you fo unjuſt. 
Emp.Y ou know your Rival then;and know tis fit, 
The Son's ſhould to the.Father's Claim ſubmit, |, 
Aur. Sons may have Right which they can never 
Your ſelf firſt made that Title which Iclaim: [quit, 
Firſt bid me love, and authoris'd my flame. 
Emp. The value of my Gift I did not know: 
If I could give, I can reſume it too. 
eAur. Recal your Gift, for I your power confeſs: 
Bur firſt , take back my Life, a Gift that's leſs. 
Long Life would now but a long burthen prove: 
You're grown unkind, and I have loſt your Love. 
My Grief lets unbecoming Speeches fall 
I ſhould have dy'd, and not — at all. 
Emp, Witneſs ye Pow'rs, | 
How much I ſuffer'd, and how long I ſtroye 
- Againſt th'aſſaults of this imperious Love! 
I repreſented to my (elf the ſhame 
Of perjur'd Faith, and violated Fame. 
Your great delerts , how ill they were repay d; 
All Arguments in vail, I urg'd and weigh'd : 
For mighty Love, who Prudence does delpyle , 
For Realon , ſhew'd me Indamora's Eyes, 


What would you more, my Crime I (adly view, | 


Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue. 

Aur. Since you can love, and yet your Error ſee, 
The ſame teſiſtleſs Pow'r may plead for me. . 
| | Wit 


} 
| 
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With no leſs Ardor I my claim purſue: 
I love, and cannot yield her even to you, 

Emp. Your Elder Brothers, tho“ o'ercome , 
have Right: | 

The Youngeſt yet in Arms prepar'd to Fights 
But, yielding her , I firmly have decreed, 
That you alone to Empire ihall ſucceed; 

«Aur. To after Ages let me ſtand a ſhame, 
When I exchange for Crowns my Love or Fame. 
| You might have found a mercenary Son 
To profit of the Bartels he had won: 

Had I been ſuch what hinde:'d me to take 
The Crown ? Nor had th' exchange been yours 
to make. | 
While you are living, I no right pretend; 
Wear it, and let it where you pleaſe, deſcend. 
But from my Love, tis Sacrilege to part; 
There, there's my Throne in Fdamora's Heart. 
Emp. Tis in her Heart alone that you muſt 
Reign 5 ST | 
You'll find her Perſon difficult to gain. 
Give willingly what I can take by force: 
And know, Obedience is your ſafeſt courſe, 
Aur. I'm taught by Honours Precepts to obey; 
Fear to Obedience is a ſlavith way, 
If ought my want of Duty could beget 
You take the moſt prevailing means, to threat :. 
Pardon your Blood that boils within my Veins ; 


It riſes high, and menacing diſdains. 


Even Death's become to me no dreadful Name; 
I've often met him , and have made him tame: 
In fighting Fields, where our Acquaintance grew , 
I ſaw him, and contemn'd him firſt for you. 
Emp, Of formal Duty make no more thy boaſt: 
Thou difobey'ſt where it concerns me molt. _ 
Fool, with both Hands thus to puſh bac ka Crown: 
And headlong caſt thy ſelf from Empire down. 
1 | C 2 Though 
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Though Nourmahal I hate, her Son ſhall Reign: 
Inglorious thou, by thy own fault remain. 
Thy Younger Brother T'll admit this hour: 
So mine ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, his thy rend 

xit. 
eAur. How vain is Virtue which directs our 
ways | 
Through certain Danger, to uncertain Praiſe ! 
Barren and airy Name ! Thee Fortune flies; 
With thy lean Train, the Pious and the Wiſe. 
Heav'n takes thee at thy Word, without regard; 
And lets thee poorly be thine own Reward. 
The World is made for the bold impious Man; 
+ Who ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 
Juſtice to Merit does wegk Aid afford; 
She truſts her Ballancet and neglects her Sword. 
Virtue is nice to take what's not her own; 
And, while ſhe long conſults, the Prize is gone. 


To him Dianet. 


Dia. Forgive the Bearer of unhappy News: 
Your alter'd Father openly purſues | 
Your Ruin; and to compaſs his intent, 

For violent Morat in haſte has ſent. 

The Gates he order'd all to be unbar'd: „ 
And from the Market-Place to draw the Guard. 


Aur. How look the People in this turn of State? 


Dia. They mourn your Ruin as their proper Fate. 
Cut ſing the Empreſs : for they think it done 
By her procurement, to advance her Son. 
Him too, though aw'd, they ſcarcely can forbear; 
His Pride they hatc, his Violence they fear. 

All bent to riſe, would you appear their Chief, 
Till your own Troops come up to your relief. 
Aur. I'll treated, and forſaken as I am, 

T']l not betray the Glory of my Name: 


Tis. 
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"Tis not for me who have preſery'd a State, 
| To buy an Empire at ſo baſe a rate. 

Dis. The points of Honour Poets may produce 
Trappings of Life, for Ornament, not Uſe, 
Honour , which only does the Name advance , 

Is the meer raving madneſs of Romance. 

Pleas'd with a word, you may fit tamely down; 

And ſee your Younger Brother force the Crown. 
eAur, I know my Fortune in extreams does lie: 

The Sons of Indoſtan muſt Reign or Die. 

That deſperate hazard Courage does create; 

As he plays frankly who has leaſt Eſtate. 

Aud that the World the Coward will deſpiſe: 

When Life's a Blank, who pulls not for a Prize? 
Dia. Of all your Knowledge , this vain fruit 

you have , 47 

To walk with Eyes broad open to your Grave, 
eAur. From what I've ſaid , conclude with- 

dcdiut reply, Beg 

I neither would uſurp, nor tamely dy. 

Th' attempt to fly, would Guilt betray , or Fear: 

Beſides, twere vain; the Fort's our Priſon here. 

Somewhat I have reſolv'd — 

Morat Perhaps, has Honour in his Breaſt : 

And, in extreams, bold Counſels are the beſt. 

Like wa 1 ps Remedies they laſt are try'd ; 

And by th' event condemn'd , or juſtify'd. 

Preſence of Mind, and Courage in Diſtreſs , 

Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs. 
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ACT FH 


Arimant , with a Lettter in his 
haud , Indamora. 


eArimant. 


ND I the Meſſenger to him from you? 
Your Empire you. to Tyranny purſue: 
| You lay Commands, both cruel and unjuſt, 
To ſerve my Rival, and berray my Truft 
Ind. You firſt betray'd your Truſt in loving me; 
And ſhould not I my own advantage ſee? 
Serving my Love, you may my Friendthip gain , 
You know the beſt of your pretences vain. 
You muſt, my Arimant, you muſt be kind: 
*T'is in your Nature, and your noble Mind. 
eArim. I'llto the King, and ſtrait my Truft refign. 
Ind. His Truſt you may, but you ſhall never mine. 
Heav'n made you love me for no othet᷑ end, 
But to become my Confident and Friend. 
As ſuch, I keep no Secret from your fight , 
And therefore make you judge how ill I write: 
Read it, and tell me freely then your Mind: 
If 'tis indited as I meant it kind. 
Arim. Reading. ] I as not Heav'n my freedom 
to reſtore , : EE 
But only for your ſake === ]']] read no more: 
And yet I muſt — 
Readmg.] Leſs for my own , than for your Sorrow , 
a — , 
Another Line like this wou'd make me mad 


As 


— ————— —— ¶—˖* 7 ˙ *Üü!̃ SON 


1 
} 
þ j 


888 . T 


The Great - Mogul. 39 
1 Reading. ] Heav'n! ſhe goes on == yet more 
2 | yer morn Kinds +. .. 
Each Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind. 
Reading. ] See me this mght—— | | 
Thank Fortune, who did ſuch a Friend provide, 
For faithful Arimant ſhall be your Guide 
Not only to be made an Inſtrument, 
Bur pre-ingag'd without my own conſent. 
Ind. Unknown t' ingage you ſtill augments my 
ſcore „ a a 
And gives you ſcope of metiting the more. 
Arim. The beſt of Men | 
Some Int'reſt in their Actions mult confeſs; 
None merit, but in hope they may poſlels. 
The fatal Paper rather let me tear, 
Than like Bellerophon my own Sentence bear. 
Ind. You may, but twill not be your belt advice. 
Twill only give me pains of writing twice. 

You know yo muſt obey me, ſoon or late: 
Why ſhould you vainly ſtruggle with your Fate? 
<Arim. I thank thee, Heav'n, thou haſt been 

wondrous kind! 
Why am I thus to Slavery deſign'd, 
And yet am cheated with a Free-born Mind? 
Or make thy Orders with my Reaſon ſute, 
Or let me live by Senſe a Glorious Brute 

[She F rYOWNsS, 

You frown, aud I obey with ſpeed , before 
That dreadful Sentence comes, See me no more! 
See me no more! that Sound, meihinks, I hear 
Like the laſt Trumpet thund'ring in my Ear. 


Euer Soly man. 
Solym. The Princeſs Meleſinda bath'd in Tears , 
And toſs'd alternately with Hopes and Fears, 


If your Affairs ſuch leiſure can afford, | 
C4 Would 
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Would learn from you the Fortunes of her Lord. 
eArim. Tell her, that I ſomecertainty may bring: WM 
I go this Minute to attend the King. | 
Ind. This lonely Turtle I defire too ſee: | 
Grief, though not cur'd, is eas'd by 2 28 
Arim. To Solym.] Say, if the pleaſe, ſhe hither 
may repair, | 
And breath the freſhneſs of the open Air. 
| Exit Solym. 
Ind. Poor Princeſs! How I pity her Eſtate, | 
Wrapt in the Ruins of her Husband's Fate; 
She mourn'd Morat ſhould in Rebellion riſe ; 
Yet he offends, and ſhe's the Sacrifice. 
eAtim, Not knowing his deſign , at Court ſhe ſtaid; 
Till, by Command, cloſe Pris'ner ſhe was made. 
Since when, = 
Her Chains with Roman Conſtancy ſhe bore; 
But that, perhaps an Indian Wife's is more. 
Ind. Go, bring her Comfort: leave mc here alone., 
cArim, My Love muſt ſtill be in Obedience ſhown. 
| Exit Arim. 


Enter Meleſinda, led by Solyman, who 
retires afterwards. 


Ind. When graceful Sorrow in her Po appears, 
Sure ſhe is dreſs'd in Meleſinda's 1 
Your Head reclin'd, ( as hiding Grief from view,) 
' Droops like a Roſe, ſurcharg'd with Morning Dew. 
'* Mel. Can Flow'rs but droop in abſence of the Sun, 
Which wak'd their Sweets? and mine, alas ! is gone. 
Bur you the nobleſt Charity expreſs: 
For they who ſhine in Courts ſtill ſhun Diſtreſs. 
Ind. Diſtre(s'd my (elf, like you, confin'd I live: 
And therefore can compaſſion take, and give. 
We're both Love's —_— „but with Fate ſo croſs, 
One muſt be happy by the others loſs, is | 
* : | = 
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Merat or Aurenge Zebe muſt fall this Day. 8 


Mel. Too truly Tamerlain's Succeſſors they, 
Each thinks a World too little for his ſway. 
Could you and I the ſame pretences bring, 
Mankind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King: 
I would to you the narrow World reſign , 
And want no Empire while Morat was mine. 
Ind. Wiſh'd freedom I preſage you ſoon will find; 
If Heay'n be Juſt, and be to Virtue kind. 
Mel, Quite otherwiſe my Mind foretels my Fate: 
Short is my Life, and that unfortunate. 
Yet ſhould I not complain, would Heav'n afford 
Some little time, e're Death, to ſee my Lord. 
Ind. 208 Thoughts are but your Mclancholy's 
Food; 
Rais'd from a lonely Life, and dark abode: 


But whatſoe'er our jarring Fortunes prove, 


Though our Lords hate, methinks we two may 
Love. 9 
Mel. Such be our Loves as may not yield to 
Fate; ; 
I bring a Heart more true than fortunate. 
[Giving their Hands. 


To them Atimant. 


Aim. I come with haſte, ſurprizing News to 
bring : | 

In two +. time, fince laſt I ſaw the King, 
Th' Affaits of Court have wholly chang'd their Face: 
Unhappy cAurenge-Zebe is in diſgrace ; : 
And your Morat (proclaim'd the Succeſſor) 
Is cali'd to awe the City with his Power. 
Thoſe Trumpets his Triumphant Entry tell, 


And now the Shouts waft near the Citadel. 


Ind. See, Madam, fee th' event by me fore-ſhown: 
I cnvy not your chance, but grieve my own. 4 


C5 _ Mel, 
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Mel. A change fo unexpected muſt ſurprize: 
And more, becauſe I am unus'd to Joys. 
Ind. May all your Wiſhes ever proſp'rous be; 
But I'm too much concern'd th' event to fee, 
My Eyes too tender are 
To view my Lord become the publick ſcorn, 
I came to comfort, aud I go to mourn. ij 
| [ Taking ber leave. 
Ael. Stay, I'll not ſee my Lord, 
Before I give your Sorrow ſome Relief, 
And pay the Charity you lent my Grief. 
Here he ſhall ſee me firſt with you confin'd: 8 


And if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, 

T'!t aſe my Int'reſt that he may be kind. 

Fear not, I never mov'd him yet in vain. 
Ind. So fair a Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 
Mel. I hive no Taſte , methinks , of coming Joy; 

For black Preſages all my hopes deſtroy. 

Die, ſomething whiſpers, Meleſinda die,; 

Fulfil , fulfil thy mournful deſtiny. 

Mine is a gleam of Bliſs too hot to laſt , 

Watty it ſhines , and will be ſoon o'ercaft; 


Indamora and Meleſinda Re: enter 4s into 
; the Chamber, 


0 Fortune ſeems weary grown of Aurenge- 
ebe, f 
While to her new made Favourite, Morat, 
* Her laviſn Hand is waſtfully profuſe : 
| With Fame and flowing Honour Tided in, 
Born on a ſwelling Currem ſmooth beneath him. 
The King and haughty Empreſs , to our wonder, 
If nor atton'd, yet ſeemingly at Peace | 
As Fare for him that Miracle refery'd. | 
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Euer in Triumph , Emperor , Morat, and Train, 


Emp. I have confeſs'd I love. 
As I interpret fairly your deſign , 
So look not with ſeverer Eyes on mine. 
Your Fate has call'd you to'th* Imperial Seat: 
In Duty be, as you in Arms are great. 
For eAuvenge-Zebe a hated Name is grown, 
And Love leſs bears a Rival than the Throne. 
Afr. To me, the cries of fighting Fields arc 
Charms: | 
Keen be my Sable, and of proof my Arms. 
Lask no other Bleſſing of my Stars, 
No Prize but Fame, nor Miſtreſs but the Wars. 
I ſcarce am pleas'd I ramely mount the Throne: 
Would Aurenge-Zebe had all their Souls in one, 
With all my elder Bothers J would fight, 
And fo from partial Nature force my Right. 


_ Had we but laſting Youth, and time to 
pare 8 | 
Some night be thrown away on Fame and War. 
But Youth , the periſhing Good runs on too faſt : 
And un-cnjoy'd will ſpend it ſelf ro waſte; 
Few know the uſe of Life before tis paſt. . 
Had I onee more thy vigour to command, 
I would nor let it die upon my hand. 
No hour of pleaſure ſhould paſs empty by, 
Yduth ſhould watch Joys, and thoot em as they fly. 
Mor, Methinks all 7 — is in Greatneſs found, 
Kings , = Heav'ns Eye, ſhould ſpread theix Beams 
around. | : 
Pleas'd to be ſeen, while Glories Race they run: 
Reſt is not for the Chariot of the Sun, | 
Subjects are ſtiff-neck'd Animals, they ſoon 
Feel flacken'd Reins and pitch their Rider down. 
Emp. To thee that Drudgery of Pow'r I give: 
| | Cares 
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Cares be thy Lot; Reign thou, and let me live. 
The Fort I'll keep for my Security, 

Bus neſs and publick State reſign to thee. 

Mor. Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt; 
They live, like Drones, upon the publick Coſt. 
My Arms , from Pole to Pole the World ſhall ſhake: 
And, with my ſelf, keep all Mankind awake. 


Emp. Believe me , Son, and needleſs trouble ſpare, 


Tis a baſe World, and is not worth our care. 
The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 

 Ne'er pleas'd with ought ab ove em Prince or God. 
Were I a God the drunken Globe ſhould roul: 
The little Emmets with the Humane Soul, 
Care for themſelves ; while at my eaſe J fate, 
And ſecond Cauſes did the work of Fate. 
Or, if I would take care, that Care ſhould be, 
For Wit, thatſcorn'd the World , and liv'd like me. 


To them Nourmahal , Zayda, and «Attendants. 


Nour. My dear Morat, | 
| [ Embracing her Son. 
This Day propitious to us all has been: 
You're now a Monarch's Heir, and Ia Queen. 
Your youthfull Father now may quit the State , 
And find the caſe he ſought , indulg'd by Fate. 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the Throne awake, 
Nor break the Golden Slumbers he would take. 
Emp. In vain I ſtruggl'd to the Goal of Lifef 
While Rebel-Sons , and an imperious Wife, 
Still dragg'd me backwards into Noiſe and Strife. 
Morat. Be that Remembrance loſt ; and be'r 
my Pride 


\ To be your pledge of Peace on either ſide. 


0 - 


To 


© 
1 
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To them Aurenge-Zebe. 


Aur. With all th' aſſurance Innocence can bring, 
Fearleſs without, becauſe ſecure within. 
Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd I ſee 
This Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me. 
Shame is but where with Wickedneſs tis join'd ; 
And , while no baſeneſs in this Breaſt I find 
I have not loſt the Birth-right of my Mind. 
Emp. Children the blind effect of Love and 
_ __ Chance, „ 
Form'd by their ſportive Parents Ignorance) 
Bear from their Birth th' impreſſions of a Slave: 
Whom Heav'n for Play-games ficſt, and then for 
Service gave. 
One then may be diſplac'd, and one may Reign: 
And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 
Mor. Comes her' upbraid ns with his Innocence? 
Scize him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. 
eAur. Stay, Sir; I, from my Years, no merit 
plead: | To his Father. 
All my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. 
Your Life and Glory are my only end; 
And for that Prize I with Morat contend. 
Mor. Not him alone; I all Mankind defie, 
Who dare adventure more for both than I: 
eAur, I know you braye , and take you at 
your word : | 5 | | 
That preſent Service which you vaunt , afford. 
Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead : 
Though vanquiſh'd, yet again they gather head. 
I dare you, as your Rival in renown , 
March out your Army from th' Imperial Town: 
Chuſe whom you pleaſe , the other leave to me: 
And ſet our Father abſolutely free. © Ns 
This, if you do 5 do end I future ſtrife, 
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And my admi ſſion ſhow'd his Fear o 


46 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or; 
I am content to lead a private Life : 
Disband my Army to ſecure the State, 
Nor aim at more but leave the reſt to Fate. 

Ar. I'll do't: Draw out my Army on the Plain: 
War is to me a Paſtime, Peace a Pain. 

Emp. To Morat.] Think better firſt. 
To Aur.] You ſee your ſelf inclos'd beyond eſcape , 
And therefore, Proteus like, you change your ſhape. 
Of promiſe prodigal, while Pow'r you want, 
And preaching in the Self-denying Cant. 

Aor. Plot better; for theſe Arts too obvious are, 
Of gaining time, the Maſter. piece of War: 
Is Aurenge - Lebe fo known? | 

cAur. = If Acts like mine, 
So far from Int'reſt, Profit, or Deſign, 
Can ſhow my Heart, by thoſe I would be known; 
I wiſh you could as well defend your own. 
My abſent Army for my Father fought: 
Yours, in theſe Walls, is to 4 brought. 
If I come fingly, you an armed Gueſt; 
The World with caſe may judge whoſe Cauſe is beſt, 

\ Morat. My Father ſaw you ill — 2 purſue: 

you. 
* Himſelf beſt knows why he his Love with- 
raws: 
I owe him more than to declare the Cauſe. 
But till I preſs our Duty may be ſhown 
Arms. v2 
Mor, — I'Il vanquiſh all his'Foes alone. 
1 ſpeak as if you could the Fates com- 
mand, ö 

And had no need of any other Hand. 
But, ſince my Honour you ſo fat ſuſpect, 
Tis juſt 1 ſhould on your Deſigus refſect. 


To prove your (elf a 1” eee , declare , 
You'll Os Arms w 


youconclude the War. 
preſent Anſwer your Demand * 


Mor. 
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The War once done, 1'll do what Heav'n inſpites. 
And while the Sword this Monarchy ſecures, 
'Tis manag'd by an abler Arm than yours. 
Emp. Morat 's Deſign a doubtful meaning beats, 
| Apart. 
In Aurenge-Zebe true Loyalty appears. 
He, for my ſafety, does his own deſpiſe; 
Still with his Wrongs, I find his Duty riſe. 
I feel my Virtue Arch is iu my Soul, 
Bur ſtronger Paſſion does irs Pow'r controul. 
Yet be advis'd your Ruin to prevent, 
N [To Aur. apart, 
You might be ſafe if you would give conſent. 
Aur. So to your welfare I of ule may be, 
My Life and Death are equal both to me. 
Emp. The Peoples Hearts ate yours; the Fort 
yet mine: | 
Be wile , aud /ndamera's Love teſign. 
I am obſerv'd, Remember that I give 
This my laſt proof of Kindneſs, Die, or Live. 
Aur. Life, with my Indamoya I would chuſe; 
But, loſing her, the end of living loſe. 
I had conſider d all I ought before: 
And fear of Death can make me change no more. 
The Peoples Love ſo little I eſteem, _ 
Condemn'd by you , I would not live by them. 
May he who muſt your Favour now poſſeſs, 
Much better ſerve you, and not love you leſs. 
Emp. I've heard you; and, to finiſh the Debate, 
; - 2 [eAloud, 
Commit that Rebel Pris'ner to the State. 
Mor. The deadly Draught he ſhall begin this Day, 
And languiſh with inſenſible decay, _ 
eAur, I hate the lingring Summous to attend, 
Death all at once would be the nobler end. 
Fate is unkind; methinks a General 


Should warm, and at che Head of Armies fall. 
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And my Ambition did that Hope purſue, 

That fo 1 might have dy d in Fight for you. 
To bu Father. 

Mor. Would I had been diſpoſer of thy Stars: 
Thou ſhould'ſt have had thy With, and dy'd in 
Wars. | ; 
'Tis I, not thou, have reaſon to repine, 
That thou ſhouldſt fall by any Hand, but mine. 


Aur. When thou wert form'd Heav'ndida Man 


in; 

But Foy Brute Soul, by chance, was ſhufff'd in. 
In Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain, 
Where valiant Beaſts by Force and Rapine reign, 

In Life's next Scene, if Tranſmigration be, 
Some Bear or Lyon is reſerv'd for thee. 
Mor. Take heed thou com'ſt not in that Lion' 


3 
way: 
I propheſic thou wilt thy Soul convey | c 
Into a Lamb, and be again my Prey. 

Hence with that dreaming Prieſt. 

Nour. Let me 2 | 
The pois'nous Draught: his Death ſhall be my care: 
Near my Apartment let him Pris'ner be, 
| That I his houtly ebbs of Life may ſee. 

Ar. = Life I would nor ranſom with a Pray's: 

Tis vile, ſince tis not worth my Father's care. 
I go not, Sir, indebted to my Grave, I 
You paid your ſelf, and took the Life yon gave. 

| | _ 
| Emp. O that I had more ſenſe of Virtue left. 
SEVER. (<A. 
Or were of that, which yet remains, bereft. 
I've juſt — to know how I offend, 
And, to my ſhame, have not enough to mend. 


Lead to the Moſque | 
Aſor. Love's Pleaſures, why ſhould dull Deyotion 
._ 2, B's 


(ſtay? 
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Heav'n to my Meliſinda's but the way. 
1 [Exeune Emperor, Morat, and Train. 
Zaid. Sure  Aurenge-Zebe has ſomew hat of Divine, 
Whoſe Virtue .through ſo dark a Cloud cau ſhine. 
Fortune has from Morat this Day remov'd 
The greateſt Rival , and the beſt belov'd. 
Noxr. He is not yet remov'd. 
Zayd. He Lives, tis ttue; 
But ſoon muſt die, and, what I mourn, by you. 
Nour. My Zayda, May thy words Prophetick 
be, [ Embracing her eagerly. 


I take the Omen , let him dic by me. 


He ſtifl d iv my Arms ſhall loſe his Breath: 

And Life it ſelf ſhall envious be of Death. 
Zayd. Bleſs me, you Pow'rs above! 
Nour, ==—=— Why doſt thou ſtart? 

Is Love fo ſtrange, or have not I a Heart? 

Could Aurenge-Zebe ſo lovely ſeem to thee , 

Aud I want Eyes that Noble Worth to ſee? 

Thy lictle Soul was but ro wonder mov'd; 

My Senſe of it was higher, and I lov'd. 

That Man, that Godlike Man, ſo Brave, ſo Great; 

Bur theſe are thy ſmall Praiſes I repeat. 

In- .carzy'd, by a Tide of Love away: 

He's ſomewhat more than I my ſelf can ſay. 
Zayd. Though all the Ideas you can form be true, 

He muſt not, cannot be poſſeſs d by you. 

If contradicting Int'reſt could be mixt, 

Nature her (elf bath caſt a Bar betwixt. 

And e' er you teach to this inceſtuous Love, 

You muſt Divine and Humane Rights remove. 
Nour Count this among the Wonders Love has 

one : 

I had forgot , he was my Husband's Son. 

Zayd. Nay more, you have forgot who is your own; 
For whom your care ſo long deſign'd the Throne. 
Morat mult fall, if Gs ſhould = 

1 our. 
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Nour. Tis true; but who was c'er in love, and 
wiſe ? 

Why was that fatal knot of Marriage ty'd, 
Which did, by making us too near, divide? 
Divides me from my Sex ! for Heav'n, I find, 
Excludes but me alone of Woman-kind. ' 

I ſtand with Guilt covfounded , loſt with ſhame, 
And yet made wretched only by a Nanfe. 
If Names have ſuch Command on Humane Life , 
Love ſure's a Name that's more Divine than Wife. 
That Sov'reign Power all Guilt from Action takes 
At leaſt the Stains are beautiful it makes. 5 

Zayd. Th' incroaching ill you early ſhould oppoſe: 
Flatter' d, tis worſe, and by Indulgence grows. 

Nour. Alas! and what have I not ſaid or done? 

1 fought it to the laſt: and Love has won 
A bloody Conqueſt ; which Deſtruction brought, 

And ruin'd all the Country where he fought. | 
Whether this Paſſion from above was ſent , 
The Fate of him Heav'n favours to prevent? | 
Or as the curſe of Fortune in exceſs; x 
That, ſtretching , would beyond its reach poſſeſs,” 

And, with a Taſte which plenty does deprave, * 
Loaths lawful Good, and lawleſs 111 —_ Eraye ? ] 

Zaya. But yet conſider ; 

Nour. —= No, tis loſs of time: - 
Think how to further , nor divert my Crime. 3 
I 

3; 


My Artful Engines inſtantly I-II move, 

And chuſe the ſoft and gentleſt hour of Love. 
The under-Provoſt of the Fort is mine; = 
Bur ſee, Morat ! I whiſper my Deſign. 


Enter Morat *.ith Arimant , & talking : c Attendants. 


But ſtays in Priſon with the Captive Queen. 
Aor. Let my Attendants wait; I'll be alone: 


3 

2 

Arim. And for that cauſe was not in publick ſcen ; : 
i 

Whete l 


/ 
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Where leaſt of State, there moſt of Love is ſnown. 
Nour, My Son, your Bus ' neſs is not hard to gueſs; 
: [To Morat. 
Long abſence makes you eager to poſſeſs. 
I will not importune you by my ſtay; 


She merits all the Love which you can pay. 
185 [Exit with Zayd. 


Re-enter Arimant with Meleſinda ; then Exit. 
Morat runs to Meleſinda and embraces her. 


Mor. Should I not chide you, that you choſe to ſtay, 
In 22 Shades, and loſt a glorious Day? 
Loſt the Firſt- Fruits of Joy you ſhould poſſeſs, 
In my return, and made my Triumph leſs? 
Mel. Should I not chide, that you could ſtay 
Thoſe Joys. preferring publick h. 
ole $, preterr1 ublick Pomp to me ? 
3 Cell your ani Triumph 
tung; ̃ 5 
I heard with Pleaſure ; but I thought em long. 
Mor. The Publick will in Triumphs rudely ſhare: 
And Kings the rudeneſs of their Joys mult bear. 
But I made haſte to ſer my Captive free: 
And thought that Work was only worthy me. 
The Fame of ancient Matrons you purſue; 
And ſtand a blameleſs Pattern to the vew. 
I have not words to praiſe ſuch Acts as theſe : 
But take my Heart and mould it as you pleaſe. 
Mel. A Trial of your Kindneſs I muſt make, 
Though nor for mine ſo much as Virtue's fake. 
The Queen of Caſimeer. 
Mor. — No more, my Love; | 
That only ſuit I beg you not to move. FOE. 
That ſhe's in Bonds for «Aurenge-Zebe I know 
And ſhould, by my conſent , continue ſo, 8 
The good old Man, I fear, will Piry ſhow, \ 
N 1 My 
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My Father dotes , and let him- ſtill dote on; 

He buys his Miſtreſs dearly with his Throne. 
Mel. See her, and then be cruel if you can. 
Mor. Tis not with me as with a private Man. 

Such may be ſway'd by Honour, or by Love; 

But Monarchs, only by their Int'reſt move. 

Mel. Heay'n does a Tribute for your Pow'r 
demand , | 

He leaves th' oppreſt and poor upon your hand. 

And thoſe who Stewards of his pity prove, 

He bleſſes, in return, with publick Love. 

In his Diſtreſs ſome Miracle is ſhown: 

If exil'd, Heav'n reſtores him to his Throne. 

He needs no Guard while any Subject's near, 

Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in fear. 

Nor Plots th' Alarm to his Retirements give: 

Tis all Mankind's concern that he ſhould live. 
Mor. You promis'd Friendſhip in your low Eſtate; 

And ſhould forget it in your better Fate. 

Such Maxims are more plauſible than true; 

But ſomewhat muſt be giv'n to Love and you. 

I'll view this Captive Queen; to let her ſec, 

Pray'rs and Complaints are loſt on ſuch as me. 
Al, 1'll bear the news: Heav'n knows how 

much I'm pleas'd, | 


That, by my care, th' Afflicted may be cas'd, 
As ſhe is going off, Enter Indamora. 


Ind. T'll ſpare your pains, and venture out alone, 
Since you, fair Princeſs, my Protektion own. 
But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muſt ſind; 

[ Kneeling to Morat who takes her up. 
In 2 me, you would but half be kind. 
An humble Suppliant at your Feet I lie; 
You bave condemn'd my better part to. die. 
Wichout my eAurenge- Lebe I caunot live; 


evo ke 
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Revoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 
Mel. If Meleſinds in your Love have part, 
Which, to ſuſpect, would break my tender Heart. 
If Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead, ' 
By the chaſte pleaſupes of our Nuptial-Bed; 
By all the Int'reſts my paſt ſufferings make, 
And all I yer would ſuffer for your ſake. 
By you your ſelf, the laſt and deareſt tye ——= 
Mor. You move in vain ; for Aurenge- Zebe 
mult die. | 
Ind. Could that Decree from any Brother come ? 
Nature her (elf is ſentenc'd in your Doom. | 
Piety is no more, ſhe (ces her place 
Ulſurp'd by Monſters, and a ſavage Race. 
From her loft Eaſtern Climes you drive her forth , 
To the cold Manſions of the utmoſt North. 
How can our Prophet ſuffer you to reign , 
When he looks down and ſees your Brother ſlain? 
Avenging Furies will your Life purſue: | 
Think there's a Heav'n , Morat; though not for you. 
Mel. Her Words imprint a Terror on my Mind. 
What if this Death, which is for him defign'd , 
Had been your Doom, (far be that Augury !) 
And you, not Aurenge-Zebe, condemn'd to die? 
Weigh well the various turns of Humane Fate, 
And ſeek, by Mercy, to ſecure your State. 
Ind. Had Heay'n the Crown for Aurenge-Zebe 
delign'd * 
Pity for you, had pierc'd his generous Mind. 
Pity does with a Noble Nature ſuit: g 
A Brother's Life had ſuffer'd no diſpute. 
All things have right in Life , our Prophet's care, 
Commands the Beings ev'n of Brutes ro ſpare. 
Though Int'reſt his reſtraint has juſtify'd , 
Can Life, and to a Brother, be deny'd? 
Mor. All Keaſons for his ſafety urg'd , are weak: 
And yet methinks tis Heav'n to hear you (peak. 
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Mel. Tis part of our own Being to invade === 
Mer. Nay , if ſhe fail to move, would you 

perſwade ? [Turning to Indamora. 
My Brother does a Glorious Fate purſue, 
I envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 
He had been baſe had he releas'd his Right, 
For ſuch an Empire none but Kings ſhould fight. 
If with a Father he diſputes this Prize, | 

My wonder ceaſes when I ſec theſe Eyes, 

Ael. And can you then deny thoſe eyes you praiſc? 
Can. Beauty wonder, and not Pity raiſe ? 
Mor. Your interceſſion now is needleſs grown : 
Retire, and let me (ſpeak with her alone. 
Meleſinda retires » weeping , to the ſide of 
| the Theatre. Ti ks 
Queen, that you may not fruitleſs Tears employ, 
| { Taking Indamora's hand. 
I brivg you news to fill your Heart with Joy: 
Your Lover King of all the Eaſt ſhall reign; 
For Aurenge Zebe to Morrow ſhall be flain. 
Ind. The hopes you rais'd y'ave blaſted-with a 
Breath: ; [ Starting baek, 
With Triumphs you began , but end with Death. 
Did you not ſay , my Lover ſhould be King? 
Mor. 1, in Morat, the beſt of Lovers bring. 
For one forſaken both of Earth and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a Nobler Choice have given. 
My Father, while I pleaſe, a King appears ; 
His. Pow'r is more declining than his Years, ' 
An Emperour and Lover but in ſhow : 
But you, in me, have Youth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your Eyes and Form Divine , 
Submit the Fate of all th' Imperial Line, 
So was it order'd by its wife Decree, 
That you ſhould find 'em all compris'd in me. 
Ind. If, Sir, Ifeem not diſcompos'd with Rage, 
Feed not your Fancy with a falſe preſage. 
e ” Farther 
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Farther to preſs your Courtſhip is but vain: 
A cold refuſal carries more Diſdain. ; 
Unſetled Virtue ſtormy may appear: 
Honour, like mine, ferencly is ſevere. 
To ſcorn your Perſon, and teject your Crown, 
Diſorder not my Face into a Frown. - 
YE | [Turns from him. 

Mor. Your Fortune you ſhould rev"rently have us'd: 
Such offers are not twice to be refus'd. 
Igo to Aurenge-Zebe, and am in haſte, 
For your Commands, they're like to be the laſt. 

Ind, Tell him), 

With my own Death I would his Life redeem : 
But, leſs than Honour, both our Lives eſteem. 
Mor, Have you no more? | 
Ind, What ſhall I do or ſay? 
He muſt not in this Fury go away. 
| Tell him, I did in vain his Brother move; 
Aud yet he falfly ſaid he was in Love. 
Falſly ; for had = truly lov'd , at leaſt, 
He would have giy'n one Day to my Requeſt. 
A little yielding may my Love advance. 
Mor. She darted from her Eyes a fide-long-glance, 
Juſt as ſhe ſpoke; and, like her words it flew: 
Seem'd not to beg, what yet ſhe bid me do. 
A Brother, Madam, cannot give a Day; [To her. 
A Servant, and who hopes to Merit, may. 

Mel. If, Sir Coming to him. 
Mor. No more ſet Speeches, and a formal Tale, 
With none hut States-Men and grave Fools prevail. 
Dry up your Tears, and practiſe every Grace, 
That fits the Pageant of your Royal Place. ¶ Exit. 

Mel. Madam, —_ reverſe of Fate you lee: 
| \ | : 5 1 
I pity'd you, now you may pity me. [Exit after him. 

* a Princeſs! thy 4 e could hemoan, 
Had I not nearer Sorrows of my own. _ 
D 4 Beauty 


* 
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Beauty is ſeldom Fortunate, when Great: 

A vaſt Eſtate, but over-charg'd with Debt. 
Like thoſe whom Want to Baſeneſs does betray : 
I'm forc'd to flatter him I cannot Pay. 

O would he be content to ſeize the Throne: 

I beg the Life of Aurenge-Zebe alone. (move, 


Whom Heav'n wou'd bleſs, from Pomp it will te- 
And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. [Ex. 


8 


ACT. IV. 


El Aurenge-Zebe Solus. 


Iſtruſt , and Darkneſs of a future State, 
Make poor Mankind fo fearful of their Fate. 
Death, in it ſelf, is nothing; but we fear 
To be we know not what, we know not where. 
[Soft Mauſſich. 
This is the Ceremony of my Fate: 
A parting Treat; and I'm to die in State. 
They lodge me, as were I the Perſian King : 
And with Luxurious Pomp my Death they bring. 


To him Nourmahal. 
Nour. I thought before you drew your lateſt Breath, 
To ſmooth your Paſſage , and to ſoften Death: 
For I would have you, when you upward move, 
Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above. 
Nor name me there, th' occaſion of your Fate; 
Or what my Intereſt does, impute to Hate. 
eAur. Task not for what end your Pomp's deſign d; 
Whether t' inſult, or to compoſe my Mind: 

I mark'd it not. © NS 
But, owing at would ſoon th' Aſſault begin, 
Stood firm collected in my Strength within. T 

| 0 
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The Great-Mogul. 
To guard that Breach did all my Forces guide, 
And left unman'd the quiet Senſes fide. 

Nour. Becauſe Morat from me his Being took, 
All I can ſay will much ſuſpected look. 

Tis little to confeſs your Fate I grieve ; | 
Yet more than you would eaſily believe. 

Aur. Since my inevitable Death you know, 
You ſafely unayailing pity ſhow : 7 
Tis Popular to mourn a dying Foe. 

Nour, You made my Liberty yoo laſt Requeſt: 
Is no return due from a grateful Breaſt} ' ' 

I grow impatient, till 1 find ſome way, 
Great Offices, with greater, to repay. 

eAur. When I conſider'd Life, tis all a Cheat: 

Yet, fool'd with hope, Men favour the Deceit; 
Truſt on, and think to Morrow will repay : 

To Morrow's falſer than the former Day ; 

Lies worſe; and while it ſays, we ſhall be bleſt 
With ſome new Joys, cuts off what we poſſeſt. 
Strange Couzenage! none would live paſt Years 


Ain, 5 
Yet aff hope pleaſure in what yet remain. 
And, from the dregs of Life think to receive, 
What the firſt ſprightly running could not give. 
I'm tir'd with waiting for this Chymick Gold, 
Which Fools us Young , and Beggars us when Old. 
Neur. Tis not for nothing that we Life purſue ; 
It pays our Hopes with ſomething ſtill that's new. 
Each Day's a Miſtreſs, unenjoy'd before: 
Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more, 
Did you but know what Joys your way attend, 
Lou would not hurry to your Journey's end. | 
Aur. I need not haſte the end of Life to meet; 
The Precipice is juſt beneath my Feet. | 
Nour. Think not my ſenſe of | kg is fo ſmall: 
I'll rather leap down firſt, and break your Fall. 
| | "5 WY NM 
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My Aurenge- Zebe, (may I not call you ſoꝰ?) 
7 ids K [Taking bin! by the band. 
Behold me now no longer as your Foe. 
I am not, cannot be your Enemy: 
Look, is there any Malice in my Eye? 
Pray Sir Both ſit. 
That diſtance ſhews too much Reſpect or Fear: 
You'll find no danger in approaching near. 
Aur. Forgive th amazement of my doubtful State: 
This kindneſs from the Mother of Morat. 
Or is't ſome Angel, pitying what I bore, 
Who takes that Shape, to make my wonder more? 


Nour. Think me your better Genius in diſguiſe ; 


Or any thing that more may charm your Eyes. 

Your Guardian Angel never could excell, 

In care, nor could he love his Charge ſo well. 
eAur. W hence can proceed ſo wonderful a change? 


Nour. Can kindneſs to deſert like yours be ſtrange; 


Kindneſs by ſecret Sympathy is ty'd; 
For Noble Souls in Nature are ally d. 
Iſaw with what a Brow you brav'd your Fate; 
Yet with what mildneſs bore your Father's hate. 
My Virtue, like aſtring wound up by Art, (part, 
To the ſame ſound, when yours was touch'd , took 
At diſtance ſhook, and trembled at my Heart. 
Aur. [I'll not complain my Father is unkind, 
Since ſo much pity from a Foe I find. | 
ſt Heav'n reward this Act. | | 

Nour. 'T is well the Debt do payment does demand, 
You _-= me 2 1 another hand. 
But > y he! 

A __ fr above to be compard , 
Whom you your ſelf would, with your (elf, reward: 
The greateſt, nay the faireſt of her kind, 


Would envy her that Bliſs which you defign'd. 
Aur. Great Princes thus, when Favourites they 


To 
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To juſtific their Grace , their Creatures praiſe. 
Nour. As Love the Nobleſt Paſſion we account, 

So to the higheſt Object it ſhould mount. 

It ſhews you brave, when mean deſires you ſhun , 

An Eagle only can behold the Sun. : 

And ſo muſt you, if yet, preſage Divine, 

There be in Dreams, or was't a Viſion mine? 
Aur. Of me! (Thought? 
Nour, — And who could elſe employ my 

I dream'd , your Love was by Loves Goddels fought. 

Officious Cupids hov'ring o'er your Head, 

Held Myrtle Wreaths : Beneath your Feet was ſpread 

What Sweets ſoc'er Sabean Springs diſcloſe, 

Our Indian jeſmine, or the Syrian Role. 

The wamon Miniſters around you ſtrove, , 

For Service, and inſpir'd their Mother's Love: 

Cloſe by your fide , and W » (Eyes; 

With bluſhing Cheeks, ſhort Breath and wiſhing 

Upon your Breaſt ſupinely lay her Head, | 

While, on your Face, her famiſh'd Sighr ſhe fed. 

Then, with a Sigh, into theſe words lhe broke, 

(And gather's humid Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke.) 

Dull, and Ingrateful 4 muſt 1 offer Love? 

Deſir'd by Gods, and envy'd ev'u by Fove: 

And doſt thou Ignorance or Fear pretend? 

Mean Soul! and dar'ſt not gloriouſly offend 2 

Then, prefling thus his Hand | 
Aur. I'll hear no more, [Riſeng up. 

Twas impious to have underſtood before, | 

And I, till now , endeavour'd to miſtake , 

Th' inceſtuous meaning whichnoa plain you make 

Nour. And why this mcene(s to that pleaſuie ſhowu, 

Where Nature (urns up all her Joys in one; 

Gives all ſhe can, and labouring ſtill ro give, 

Makes it iſo great, we can but taſte and live. 

So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 

Aud Thought it ſelf, does for the time lie dead. 
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Till like a String, ſcru'd up with eager haſte, 
It breaks, and is too expuiſite to laſt ? 
Aur. Heav'ns! can you this, without juſt Ven- 
geance , hear? 
When will you Thunder, if it now be clear? 
Yet her alone let not your Thunder ſeize : 
1 too, deſerve to dic, becauſe I pleaſe. 
Nour. Cuſtom our Native Royalty does awe ; 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's general Law: 
For whoſoever the firſt Lovers were , 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond Pair, 
And doubled by their Love, their Piery. 
Aur. Hence, hence, and to ſome barbarous 
Climate fly, . a 
Which only 6rutes in humane Form does yield, 
And Man grows wild in Nature's common Field. 
Who eat their Parents, Piety pretend; 
Yet there no Sons their Sacted Bed aſcend. 
To vail great Sins, a greater Crime you chuſe; 
And in your Inceſt , your Adultery loſe. 
Nour. In vainthis haughty Fury you have ſhown, 
How I adore a Soul ſo like my own! 
You muſt be mine, that you may learn to live: 
Know Joys, which only ſhe who loves can give. 
Nor think that Action you upbraid , ſo ill: 
I am not chang'd; I love my Husband ſtill. 
Burt love him as he was, when Youthful Grace , 
And the firſt down began to ſhade his Face. 
That Image does my Virgin flames renew, 
And all your Father ſhines more bright in you. 
eAur. In me a horror of my (elf you raiſe; 
Furs d b your Love, and blaſted by your Praiſe. 
You new ways to proſecute my Fate; | 
And your leaſt guilty Paſſion was your Hate, 
Nour. I beg my Death, if you can Love deny. 
[Offering him a Dagger. 


Aur. I'll grant you nothing; no, notey'nto die. 


Nour. 
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Nour. Know then, you ate not half ſo kind as I. 
: [Stamps with bey Foot. 
[Enter Mutes, ſome with Swords drawn, 
one with a Cup. 
You've choſen, and may now repent too late, 
Behold th' effect of what you wiſh'd, my hate. 
This Cup, a Cure for both our ills has brought: 
| | [Taking the Cup to 30: ny im. 
You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. 
eAur. All muſt be Poiſon which can come from 
thee , [Receiving it from her. 
But this the leaſt. T' immortal Liberty 
[spilling à little of it. 
This firſt I pour, like dying Socrates: | 
Grim though he be, Death pleaſes when he frees. 


As he is going to drink, Enter Morat * 
| ſtay: 
Mor. Make not ſuch haſte, you muſt my — 
Your Fatc's deferr'd , you ſhall not die to day. 
3 Cup from him. 
Nour. What fooliſh Pity has poſſeſs'd your Mind, 
To alter what you'r Prudence once deſign'd? 
Mor. What if I pleaſe to lengthen out his Date, 
A Day, and take a Pride to cozen Fate? 
Nour. Twill not be ſafe to let him live an Hout. 
Mor. I'll do't, to ſhew my Arbitrary Pow'r. 
Nour. Fortune may take him from your Hands 
Again » | : ; 
And — repent th'occaſion loſt in vain. | 
Mor. I ſmile at what your Female Fear foreſces: 
I'm in Fate's place, and diate her Decrees. 
Let eArimant becall'd. ¶ Exit one of his Attendants. 
Aur. Give me the Poiſon, and I'll end your Strife: 
I hate to keep a poor — Life. 
Would I my ſafety on baſe terms receive, 
Know, Sir, I could have liy'd without your * 
| Ft, r 
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But thoſe I could accuſe , I can forgive: 
By. my diſdainfnl Silence, ler 'em live. 
Nour. What am I, that you date to bind my hand? 
5 [To Morat. 
So low! I've not a Murder at Command! 
Can you not one poor Life to her afford, 
Her, who gave up whole Nations to your Sword ? 
And from 55 abundance of whoſe Soul and Heat, 
Th' o'erflowing ſetv d to make your Mind fo great. 
Mor. What did that Greatneſs in a Womau's 
. Mind? 
Ill lodg'd and weak to Act what it deſign'd. 
Pleaſuce's your Portion, and your ſlothful eaſe: 
When Man's at leiſure, ſtudy how to pleaſe, 
Soften his angry hours with ſervile care, 
And when he calls the ready Feaſt prepare. 
From Wats, and from affairs of State abſtain : 
Women Emaſculate a Monarch's Reign, (Gold, 
And murmuring Crouds who ſee em ſhine with 
Thar Pomp , as their own raviſh'd Spoils behold. 
.* Nour. Rage choaks my words: Tis) 
Womanly to weep: (Aide. 
In my ſwoll'n Breaſt my cloſe Revenge 
” — 
| 


Tl . tender ſt part, and there 


fſtrike deep | J [ Exit. 
«Aur. Your ſtrange proceeding does my wonder 
move; | 


Yet ſeems not to expreſs a Brother's Love. 
Say to what cauſe my reſcu'd Life I owe? 
Mor. If what you ask would pleaſe, you ſhould 
not know. : (grieve » 
Bur ſince that knowledge, more than Death, will 
Know, Indamora gai 3 this Reprieve. 
Aur. And whence had ſhe the Pow'r to work 
— 5 4 | 
Mor. r of Beauty is not new nor e. 
+ pow ty: 3 
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Should ſhe command me more, I could obey; 
But her Requeſt was bounded with a day. 
Take that: And, if you'll ſpare my farther Crime, 
Be kind, and gtieve to death againſt your time. 
| [Enter Arimant. 
Remove this Pris'ner to ſome ſafer place: | 
He has, for Indamora's ſake, found Grace. 
And, from my Mother's Rage mult guarded be, 
Till you receive a new Command from me. 
Arim. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me ſtil], 
And make me Slave to every Rival's Will. [ Aſide. 
Aur. How I diſdain a Life, which I muſt buy, 
With your contempt, aud her inconſtancy. 
For a few hours, my whole content I pay: 
You {hall not force on me another day. 
| Exit. with Arimant, 


Enter Meleſinda. 


Mel, I have been ſeeking you this hour long ſpace, 
And fear'd to find you 2 place. On 
But fince you're here, my jealouſic yu” lels: 
You will be kind ro my unworthinefſs. 
What ſhall I ſay, I love to that degree, N 
Each glance another way is robb'd from me. 
Abſence , and Priſons I could bear again; 

But fink , and die, beneath your leaſt diſdain. 

Mor. Why do you give your Mind this needleſs 

care 

And for your ſelf, and me, new pains prepare ? 

I nc'er approv'd this Paſſion in exceſs: 

If you would ſhew your Love diſtruſt me leſs. 

I hate to be purſa'd from place to place: 

Meet at each turn, a ſtale domeſtick Face. w 

Th' approach of Jealouſie Love cannot bear, 

He's wild and ſoon on Wing, if watchful Eyes 
come NCAT, 


Mel, 
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Mel. From your lov'd Preſence, how can I depart ? 
My Eyes purſue the Object of my Heart. 
| Mor. You talk as if it were our Bridal Night: 
Fondneſs is ſtill th' effect of new Delight. 
And Martiage but the Pleaſure of a Day: 
The Metal's baſe , the gilding worn away. 
Mel. I fear I'm guilty of ſome great Offence , 
And that has bred this cold Indifference. 
Ar. The greateſt in the World to Fleth and Blood: 
You fondly love much longer than you ſhou'd. 
Mel. If that be all which makes your Diſcontent, 
Of ſuch a Crime I never can repent. ſhun ? 
Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I 
And bring courſe Fare when Appetite is gone ? 
Mel. Why did I not in Priſon die, before 
My fatal Freedom made me ſuffer more ? 
I had been pleas'd to think I dy'd for you, 
And doubly pleas'd , becauſe you then werte true. 
Then I had hope, but now, alas, have none. 
Mor. You ſay you love me; let that Love be ſhown. 
'Tis in your Power to make my Happineſs. 

Mel. Speak quickly: to command me is to bleſs, 
Mor. To Indamora you my Suit muſt move: 
You'll ſure ſpeak kindly of the Man you love. 

Ael. Oh! let me rather periſh by your Hand, 
Than break my Heart by this unkind Command. 
Think *'tis the only one I could deny, | 
And that tis harder to refuſe than die. 
Try, if you pleaſe, my Rival's Heart to win: | 7 
I'll bear the Pain, but not promote the Sin. 
You own whate'er Perfections Man can boaſt, - 
And if the view yon with my Eyes ſhe's loſt. 
Mor. Here Irenounce all Love, all Nuptial Ties: 
-Henceforwatrd live a Stranger to my Eyes: 
When I appear, ſee you avoid the place, 
And haunt me not with that unlucky Face. 


Wo. Mel. Hard, as it is, len. 
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And haſte, while I have Life to go away. 
In pity ſtay ſome hours, till I am dead, 
That blameleſs you may court my Rival's Bed; 
My hated Face I'll not preſume to ſhow ; 
Yet I may watch your Steps where-e'er you go; 
Unſeen; I'll gaze? and with my lateſt Breath, 
Bleſs , while I die, the Author of my Death. 

[ Weeping. 


Enter Emperour. | 

(pears. 

Emp. When your Triumphant Fortune high ap- 

What Cauſe can draw theſe unbecoming Tears. 

Let Chearfulneſs on happy Fortune wait, 

And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate. 
Mel. Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately 

ſmil'd: | 2 

I doubt a Foe fo newly reconcil'd. 

You ſaw but Sorrow in its waining Form, 

A working Sea, remaining from a Storm; 

When the now weary Waves roul o'er the Deep 

And faintly murmur eier they fall aſleep. 

Emp. og inward Griefs you ſmother in your 
Mind; ; Ne: 
But Fames loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind: 
Mor. Let Fame be buſie where ſhe has to do; 
Tell of fought Fields, and every pompous Show: 

Thoſe Tales are fit to fill the Peoples Ears; 
Monarchs unqueſtion'd move in higher Spheres. 
Mel. Believe not Rumour , but your ſelf; and ſee 

The Kindneſs twixt my plighted Lord and me. 

5 [ Kiſſing Mor. 
This is our State; thus happily we live; 
Theſe are the Quartels which we take and gire. 
e Aſide to _——_ ad no other way to force a Kiſs, 
Forgive my farewel to you and 8 


E | Emp. 
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Mean while I' 


Emp. Your haughty Carriage ſhews too much 
of Scorn , Farr 
And Love, like hers , deſerves not that return. 
Mor. You'll pleaſe to leave me Judge of what I do, 
And not examine by the outward ſhow. 
Your uſage of my Mother might be good : 
I judg'd it not. | 
Emp. — Nor was it fit youſhou'd. 
Mor. Then in as equal Ballance weigh my Deeds. 
Emp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds, 
Suppoſe (what I'll not grant) Injuſtice done; 
Is judging me the Duty of a Son? 
Mor. Not of a Son, but of an Emperor: 
You cancell'd Duty when gave me Pow'r. 
If your own Actions on your Will you ground, 
Mine ſhall hereafter know no other bound. 
What meant you when you call'd me to a Throne? 
Was it io pleaſe me with a Name alone: (know 
Emp. I was that I thought your Gratitude would 
What to my partial Kindneſs you did owe: 
That what your Birth did to your Claim deny , 
Your merit of Obedience might ſupply: | 
Mor. To your own thoughts ſuch Hopes you 
might propole 
But I took Empire not on Terms like thoſe. 
Of Bus'neſs you complain'd , now take your eaſe: 
Enjoy what el er decrepid Age can pleaſe: 
Eat, ſleep, and tell long Tales of what you were 
In flow'r of Youth, if any one will hear. 
Emp. Pow'r, like new Wine, does your weak 
Brain ſurprize, 
And its mad Fumes, in hot Diſcourſes, riſe. 
But time theſe giddy Vapours will remove: 
f taſte the ſober Joys of Love. 
Mor. You cannot love, nor Pleaſures take, or give; 


But Life begin, when tis too late to lire. 


On a tir'd Coutſer you purſue Delight, 
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Let flip: your Morning, and ſet out at Night. 
If you have liv'd , take thankfully the paſt: 
Make, as you can, the ſweet Remembrance laſt, 
If you have not cnjoy'd what Youth could give, 
But Life ſunk through you like a leaky Sieve ; 
Accuſe your ſelf you liv'd not while you might: 
Rut, in the Captive Queen reſign your Right. 
I've now reſolv'd to fill your uleleſ⸗ place; 
I'll take that Poſt to cover your Diſgrace, | 
And love her for the Honour of my Race. | 
Emp. Thou doſt but try how far I can forbear 3 
Nor art that Monſter which thou would'ſt appear. 
But do not wantonly my Paſſion move; 
I pardon nothing that relates to Love. 
My Fury does like jealous Forts, purſue 
With death, ev'n Strangers, who but come to view. 
Mor. I did not only view, but will invade: 
Could you ſhed Venom from your reverend Shade, 
Like Trees, beneath whoſe Arms ' tis death to ſleep. 
Did rouling Thunder 25 fenc'd Fortrels keep, 
Thence would I ſnatch my Semele , like Fove , 
And midſt the dreadful wrack enjoy my Love. 
\ Emp. Have I for this, ungrateful as thou art, 
When Right, when Nature, ſtruggl'd in my Heart, 
When Heav'n call'd on me for thy Brother's Claim, 
Broke all, and ſulli'd my unſpotted Fame? 
Wert thou ro Empire by my baſeneſs brought, 
And wouldſt thou ravith what ſo dear I bought? 
Dear! For my Conſcience and its Peace I gave. 
Why was my Reaſon made my Paſſions Slave? 
J ſee Heaven's! Juſtice ; thus the Pow'rs Divine 
Pay Crimes with Crimes, and puniſh mine by thine. 
2 — let them pay, and puniſh as they 
plweaſe: 4 | 
What Pow'r males mine, by Pow'r I meau to ſeize. 
Since tis to that they their own greatne(s owe 
Above, why ſhould hey:queſtion mine below? ¶ Ex. 
he T2 > Ez En. 
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Emp. 2 » thou vainly in our Youth art 
oughe , 
And with Age purchas'd art too dearly bought. 
We're paſt the uſe of Wit, for which we toil; 
Late Fruit, and planted in too cold a Soil. 
My ſtock of Fame is laviſh'd and decay'd ; 
No profit of the vaſt profuſion made. 
Too late my Folly I repent ; I know 
My Aurenge-Zebe would ne'cr have us'd me ſo. 
But, by his ruin I prepar'd my own; 
And,like a naked Tree, my ſhelter gone, alone 
1 To Winds and Winter: ſtorms mult ſtand expos'd 
Lee, ; Exit. 


＋ 


2 
Aurenge-Zebe , Arimant. 
: (deſerve ; 
eArim. Give me not Thanks, which Iwill ne'cr 
But know, tis for a nobler Price I ſerve. 
By Indamora's Will you're hither brought: 
All my Reward in her Command I fought. 
The reſt your Letters tell you — See, like Light, 
She comes, and I muſt vaniſh, like the Night. 


[Exit » 
Enter Indamora. 


Ind. *Tis now that I begin to live again: 
Heav'ns, I forgive you all my fear and pain. 
Since I behold my Aurenge-Zebe appear, 

I could not buy him at a Price too dear. 

His Name alone afforded me relief, 

Repeated as a Charm to cure my Grief, 

I that lov'd Name did, as ſome God, invoke, 

And printed Kiſſes on it while I ſpoke. (I find, 
Aur. Short eaſe: but long long Pains from you 

Health to my Eyes, but Poiſon to my Mind. 

Why are you made ſo excellently fair? * 
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So much above what other Beauties ate, 

That, ev'n in curſing, you new form my Breatb., 
And make me bleſs thole Eyes, which give me Death? 
Ind. What reaſon for your Curſes can you find? 

My Eyes your Conqueſt, not your Death deſign'd ; 
If they offend , tis that they are too kind. 
Aur. The ruins they have wrought you will not ſee; 
Too kind they are indeed, but not to me. ä 
Ind. Think you baſe Intereſt, Souls like mine, 
can (way ? 
Or that for Greatneſs, I can Love betray ? 
No, eAurenge-Zebe, you merit all my Heart, 
And I'm too noble bur to give a part. | 
Your Father, and an Empire! am I known 
No more? or have ſo weak a judgment ſhown , 
In chuſing you, to change you ra Thos ? 
_ 3 a Truth, you would a Falſhood 
lind! | & IS, 
Tis not my Father's Love you have deſign'd; 
Your Choice is fix'd where Youth and Pow'r oy 
joyn:d. N (a Name? 
Ind. Where Youth and Pow'r ate joyn'd! has he 
eAur. You would be told ; you glory in your ſhame: 
There's Muſick iu the Sound; and to provoke 
Your pleaſure more, by me it muſt be (poke. 
Then, then it raviſhes, when your pleas'd Ear, 
The ſound does from a wretched Rival hear. 
Morat's the Name your Heart leaps up to meet , 
While Aurenge-Zebe lies dying at your Feet. 
Ind. Who told you this? . 
Aur. — Are you fo loſt ro Shame? 
Aforat , Morat, Morat: Lou love the Name. 
So well, your ev'ry Queſtion ends in that; 
You force me ſtill to auſwer you, Morat. 
Morat, who beſt could tell what you reveal'd; 
Morat, too proud to keep his Joy conceal'd. 
Ind, Howe'er unjuſt nt appear, 
„ | "S.3 | t 
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It ſhews, the loſs of what you love, you fear. 
And does my Pity, not my Anger move; 
I'll fond it, as the froward Child of Love. 

To ſhew the Truth of my unalter'd Breaſt, 
Know , that your Life was giv'n at my Requeſt; 


At leaſt Reptiev d. When Heav'n deny'd you aid, 


She brought it, She, whole Falſhood you upbraid. 
Aur. And tis by that you would your Falſhood 

Had you not ask d, how happy had Idy'd! hide, 

Accurſt Reprieve! Not to prolong my Breath, 


It brought a lingring , and more painful Death. 


I have not liv'd ſince firſt I heard the News; 
The Gift the guilty Giver does accule. 
You knew the Price, and che Requeit did move, 


That you might pay the Ranſom with your Love. 


Jad. Your accuſation mult, I ſec, take place; 

And I am guilty, infamous, and baſe! 5 
Aur. If you are falſe, thoſe Epithets are ſmall ; 

You're then the things, the abſtract of em all. 
And you are falſe: you promis'&him your Love, 
No other Price a Heart ſo hard could move. 


Do not I know him? Could his Brutal Mind 


Be wrought upon? Could he be Juſt, or Kind? 
Inſultingly, he made your Love his boaſt ; 
Gave me my Life, and told me what it coſt. 
Speak, Anſwer. I would faiu yet think you true ; 
Lic, and I'll not believe my ſelf , but you. 
Tell me you love; . I'll pardon the deceit , 
And, to be fool'd, my ſelf aſſiſt the Cheat. 
Ind. No; tis too late: I have no more to ſay , 
If you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. 


Aur. I would not; but your Crimes too plain 


appear: | 
Nay, _ that I ſhould think you true, you fear. 
Did I nor tell you, I would be deceiv'd ? Th 
Ind. I'm not concern'd to have my Truth believed. 
You would be Cozen'd ! would aſſiſt the Cheat! 


But 


| 
oy 
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But I'm too plain to join in the deceit: 
I'm pleas'd you think me falſe — 
And, whatſoe er my Letter did pretend, 
I made this Meeting for no other end. 
Aur, Kill me not quite, with this indifference: 
When you are guiltleſs, boaſt not an Offence. 
I know you better than your ſelf you know: 
Your Heart was true, but did ſome frailty ſhow : 
You promis d him your Love, that I might live; 
But promis'd what you never meant to give. 
Speak, was 't not ſo? Confeſs; I can forgive. 
Ind. Forgive, what dull excuſes you prepare! 
As if your thoughts of me were worth my care. 
Aar. Ah Traitreſs ! Ah Ingrate! Ah faichleſs 
Mind! 
Ah Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind! 
Nature took care to dreſs you up for Sin: 
Adorn'd without, unfiniſh'd left within. 
Hence, by no judgment you your Loves ditect; 
Talk much, ne et think, and ſtill the wrong effect. 
So much Self- Love in your Compolure's mix'd, 
That Love to others ſtil! remains unfix'd. 
Greatneſs , and Noiſe, and Show, ate your delight; 
et Wile Men love you in their own deſpight. 
And, finding in their Native Wit no cale, 
Are forc'd to put your Folly on to pleaſe. 
Ind. Now you (hall know what cauſe you have 
to rage; | . 
But to increaſe your Fury, not aflwage : 
I found the way your Brother's Heart to move, 
Yet promis'd not the leaſt return of Love. 
His Pride, and Brutal Fierceneſs I abhor; 
But ſcorn yout mean ſuſpicions of me more. 
I ow'd my Honour aud my Fame this care: 
Know what your Folly loſt you , and deſpair. 
ES = [ Turning from him. 
Aur. Too cruelly your Innocence you tell. 
N 85 E 4 Show 
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Show Heav'n, and damn me to the Pit of Hell. 
Now I believe you; tis not yet too late: 
You may forgive, and put a ſtop to Fate. 

Save me juſt ſinking, and no more to riſe. 
3 [She frowns, 
How can you look with ſuch relentleſs Eyes? 
Or let your Mind by penitence be mov'd, 
Or I'm teſolv'd to think you never lov'd. 

You are not clear'd unleſs you Mercy ſpeak : 

T'll think you took th' occaſion thus to break. 

Ind. Small Jealouſies, tis true, inflame Deſire, 

Too gteat, not fan, but quite blow out the Fire. 
Yer I did love you, till ſuch Pains I bore, | 
That I dare truſt my ſelf, and you no more. 

Let me not love you; but here end my pain: 
Diſtruſt may make me wretched once again. 
Now, with full Sails, into the Port I move, 
And ſafely can unlade my Breaſt of Love: 
Quiet and Calm : Why ſhould I then go back, 
To tempt the ſecond hazard of a Wrack? a 
Aur. Behold theſe dying Eyes, ſee their ſub- 


miſlive awe : 


Theſe Tears, which fear of Death could never draw: 


Heard you that figh? From my heav'd Heart it paſt, 
And ſaid, if you forgive not, tis my laſt. | 
Love mounts, and rouls about my ſtormy Mind , 
Like fire, that's born by a tempeſtuous Wind, 
Oh, I could ſtifle you with eager haſte ! 

Devour your Kiſſes with my hungry taſte ! 

Ruſh on you ! Eat you! Wander o'er each part, 
Raving with pleaſure , ſnatch you ro my Heart! 
They fold you off, and gaze! Then, with new rage 
Invade you, till my Conſcious Limbs preſage 
Torrents of Joy, which all their Banks o'erflow ! 
So loſt, fo bleſt, as I, but then could know 


Inl, Be no more jealous. Se 
„ | { Giving him her hand. 


* 
* 0 of | — * 
_ 
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e Aur. — Give me cauſe no more : 
The danger's preater after , than before. 
If I relapſe , to cure my Jealouſie 1 
Let me (for that's the eaſieſt parting ) die. L 
Ind. My Life! TR NI | 
| e Alt, — My Soul! | | 
| Ind, — My All that Heav'n can give! 
Death's Life with you: without you, Beach to live. 
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To them Arimant haſtily. 


Arim. Oh, we are loſt, beyond all humane Aid! 
The Citadel is to Morat betray d. 
The Traitor and the Treaſon known too late; 
The falſe Aba deliverd up the Gate: 2 
Ev'n, while I ſpeak, we're compals'd round with 
The Valiant cannot fight , nor Coward flie; 

But both in undiſtiaguiſh'd Crowds muſt die. 
Aur. Then my Prophetick Fears are come to pals : 
Morat was always bloudy; now he's baſe: 4 
And has ſo far in Uſurpation gone, 
He will by Parricide ſecure the Throne, 


To them the Emperor. 


Emp, Am I forſaken, and betray'd, by all? 
Not one brave Man dare with a Monarch fall ? 
Then welcome Death to cover my Diſgrace; - 
I would not live to reign o'er ſuch a Race. 
My <Aurenge-Zebe ! Seeing Aurenge Tebe. 
But thou no more art mine; my Cruelty i 
Has quite 18 the Right 1 had in thee. 

J have been baſe; 

Baſe, ev'n to him from whom I did receive, 

All that a Son could to a Parent give. 

Behold me puniſh'd in the ſelf-Game kind; 

. Th" gogratetul docs a more ungtateful fiud. 
. E 5 . 
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Aur. Accuſe your ſelf no more; you could not be 
Ungrateful: could commit no Crime to me. 
I only mourn my yet uncancel'd ſcore: 
You put me paſt the pow'r of paying more. 
Thar, that's my Grief, that I can only grieve, 
And bring bur pity , where I would relieve. 
For had 1 yet Ten thouſand Lives to pay, 
The mighty Sum ſhould go no other way. 

Emp. Can you forgive me? Tis not fit you thou'd ; 
Why will you be to excellently good? 
*Twill ſtick too black a brand upon my Name: 
The Sword 1s needleſs; I ſhall die with Shame. | 
What had my Age to do with Love's delight, 8 
Shut out from all enjoyments but the Sight? 

Arim. Sir, you forget the danger's imminent: 
This Minute is not for excules lent. | 

Emp. Diſturb me not —— ” 
How can my lateſt Hours be better ſpent ? 
( To reconcile my ſelf to him is more, 
2 Than to regain all I poſſeſsd before. | 
Empire and Life are now not worth a Pray'r: 
His Love alone deſerves my dying care. 

Aur. Fighting for you, my Death will glorious be. 
d. Seck to preſerve your ſelf, and live for me. 

eArim. Loſe then no farther time. 


Heav'n has inſpir'dme wtth a ſudden Thought , 8 


r 


. 


Whence your unhop'd for ſafety may be wrought 
Though with the hazard of my Blood 'tis bought. 
Bur, fince my Life can ne'er be fortunate; 
"Tis ſo much Sorrow. well redeem'd from Fate. 
You , Madam, muſt retire; 
Your Beauty is its own ſecurity z 
And leave the conduct of the reſt to me. 
Glory will crown my Life, if I ſucceed; 
If not, ſhe may afford to love me dead. ¶ Aſide. 
«Aur. My Father's kind, and, Madam, you 


forgive: 1 : 
ht Were 
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Were Heav'n ſo pleas'd, I now could wiſh to live. 
And, I ſhall live. 1 : 

Wich Glory and with Love at once I burn; 

I feel th' inſpiring heat, and abſent God return. 
| [ Excunt, 


bs „— — A And * 6 


000 
Indamora alone. 
"HE Night ſeems doubled with the fear ſhe 


brings, 
Aud o'er the Citadel new ſpreads her Wings. 
The Morning, as miſtaken, turns about, 
And all her early Fires again go out. (and then 
Shouts, Cries, and Groaus firſt pierce my Ears, 
A flaſh of Lightning draws the guilty Scene, 
And ſhews me Arms, and Wounds,and dying Men. 
Ah, ſhould my Aurenge-Zebe be tightivg there, 
And envious Winds diſtinguiſh'd to my Ear, 
His dying Groans, and his laſt accents bear. 


To her Morat attended. 


Mor. The bloudy bus'neſs of the Night is done, 

And , in the Citadel an Empire won. 

Our Swords ſo wholly did the Fates employ , 

That they, at length, grew weary to deſtrey: 
Refus'd the work we brought; and, out of Breath, 

Made Sorrow and Deſpair attend for Death. 

But what of all my Conqueſt can I boaſt? 

My oy Pride , before your Eyes is loſt: 

And Victory but gains me to preſent ve 

That Homage which our Eaſtern World has ſent. 


Ind. Your Victory, alas, begets my fam 
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Can you not then Triumph without my Tears? 
Reſolve me; (for you know my _— 

In Aurenge Zebe's) ſay, do I live or die? 

Mor. Urg'd by my Love, by hope of Empire fir'd, 
Tis true, I have perform'd what both requir'd, 
What Fate decreed. For when great Souls ate giv'n, 


They bear the Marks of Sov'reignty from Heav'n. 


My Elder Brothers my fore-runners came; 
Rough draughts of Nature, ilEdeſign'd and lame. 
Blown off, like Bloſſoms, never made to beat; 
Till I came, finiſh'd; her laſt labour'd Care. 

Ind. This Prologue leads to your ſucceeding Sin: 


Blood ended what Ambition did begin. (tell, 


Aor. Twas rumour'd, but by whom 1 cannot 
My Father ſcap'd from aut the Citadel. | 
My Brother too may live. | 

Ind. — He may. | 

Mor. — He muſt: | 
I kill'd him not, and a leſs Fate's unjuſt. 

| Heav'n owes it me, that I may fill his room; 
A Phenix-Lover, riſing from his Tomb. 
In whom you'll loſe your Sorrows for the Dead, 
More warm, more fierce, and fitter for your Bed 
Ind. Should I from Aurenge-Zebe my Heart 
To love a Monſter 2nd a Parricide ? (divide, & 
Thoſe Names your ſwelling Titles cannot hide. 
Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in awe: 
But to our Thoughts, what Edict can give Law? 
Ev'n you your ſelf, to your on Breaſt, ſhall tell 
Your Crimes: and your own Conſcience be your Hell. 
Mor. What bus'ne(s has my Conſcience with a 
Crown? | 
She finks in Pleaſures, and in Bowls will drown. 
If Mirth ſhould fail, T1! buſie her with Cares: 
Silence her Clamorous Voice with louder Wars : 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall fright her from the 
Throne; „ 


. - 


— 
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As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab' ting Moon. 

Ind. Repel'd by theſe, more eager the will grow ; 
Spring back more ſtrongly than a Scythian Bow: 
Amidſt your Train, this unſeen Judge will wait; 
Examine how you came by all your State. | 
Upbraid your impious Pomp; and in your Ear, 
Will hollow, Rebel, Tirant, Murderer. 
Your ill- got Pow'r , wan Looks and Care ſhall bring: 
Known but by Diſcontent to be a King. 
Of Crowds afraid, yet anxious when alone; 
You'll fir and brood your Sorrows on a Throne, 

Mor. Birth-right'sa vulgar Road to Kingly ſway 3 
Tis every dull- got Elder-Brother's way. ä 
Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne; 8 
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Grows of a piece with that he firs upon, 
Heav'ns choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. 
But who by force a Scepter does obtain, | 
Shows he can govern = 2 which he could gain. 
Right comes of courſe , whate'er he was before; 
Murder and Uſurpation are no more. 
Ind. By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make; 
As ev'ry {tronger Pow'r has right to take. 
And Parricide will ſo deform your Name, 
That diſpoſſeſſing you will give a claim. 
Who next Uſurps, will a juſt Prince appear; 
So much your ruin will his Reign endear. 
Mor. I without Guilt would mount the Royal Seat; 
But yet 'tis neceſſary to be Great. 
Ind, All Greatneſs is in Virtue underſtood: 
"Tis only neceſlary to be good. 12 
Tell me, what is't at which great Spirits aim, 
What moſt your (elf deſire? | 
Mor. Renown, and Fame, | 
And Pow'r , as uncontroul'd as is my Will. 
Ind. How you confound defires of Good and III! 
For true Renown is ſtill with Virtue join'd: 
But luſt of Pow r lets looſe th* unbridl'd _ 
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\ Yours is a Soul irregulary Great, 


Which wanting Temper , yet abounds with Heat: & 


So ſtrong , yet ſo unequal Pulſes beat. 
A Sun which does through Vapours dimly ſhine : 
What pity tis you are not all Divine! „ 
New molded , thorough Lighten'd, and a Breaſt 
So pure, to beat the laſt ſeveteſt Teſt. 
Fir to Command ay Empire you ſhould gain 
By Virtue, and without a Bluth to Reign. 

Ar. You ſhow me ſomewhat I nc'er learnt 

before ; | 

But tis the diſtant proſpeR of a Shore, 
Doubtful in Miſts ; which, like enchanted Ground, 
Flies from my Sight, before 'tis fully found. 

Ind. Dare to be Great, without a guilty 

Crown ; 

View it, and lay the bright Temptation down. 
"Tis baſe to ſeize on all, becauſe you may; 
That's Empire, that which I can give away. 
There's Joy when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
When you bid Fortune carry back her Bride. 
A Joy, which none but greateſt Minds can taſte ; 
A Fame which will to endleſs Ages laſt. 

Mor. Renown , and Fame, in vain I courted long; 
And ſtill purſu'd em though directed wrong. 
In hazard, and in toils, 1 heard they lay; 
Sail'd farther than the Coaſt , but miſs'd my way. 
Now you have given me Vittue for my guide; 
And, with true Honour, ballaſted my Pride. 
Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue ; 
I quit all other Claims but thoſe to you. 

Ind. Oh be not juſt to halves! pay all you owe: 
Think there's a Debt to Aeleſmda too. 
To leave no blemiſh on your after-Life ; 
Reward the Virtue of a ſuff ring Wife. (move; 
Mor. To love once paſt , I cannot backward 
Call yeſterday again, and I may love. 4 
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Twas not for nothing I the Crown reſigu'd; 
I ſtill muſt own a mercenary Mind: 
I in this venture, double gains purſue, 
And laid out all my Stock to purchaſe you. 


To them Aſaph Chan. 


Now, what ſucces? Does cAurenge- Zebe yet live? 
Aſaph. Fortune has giv'n you all that the can give, 
Your Brother | 
Mor, — Hold; thou ſhew'ſt an impious Joy, 
And think'ſt I ſtill take pleaſure to deſtroy: _ 
Know , Iam chang'd , and would not have him ſlain. - 
Aſaph. Tis paſt; and you deſire his Life in vain. 
He , prodigal of Soul, ruſh'd on the ſtroke 
Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke. 
In ſcorn of Night he would not be conceal'd; _ 
His Soldiers where he fought his Name reveal'd. 
In thickeſt Crowds ſtill Aurenge-Zebe did ſound. 
The vaulted Roofs did Aurenge Zebe rebound , 0 
Till late, and in his Fall, the Name was drown'd. 
Ind. Wither that Hand which brought him to 
his Fate, | 
And blaſted be the Tongue which did relate. 
eAJaph. His Body | 
Mor. — Ceaſe t inhanſe her Miſery: 
Pity the Queen , and ſhow reſpect to me. 
'Tis every Painters Art to hide from fight, 
And caſt in Shades, what ſeen would not delight. 
Your Grief, in me ſuch Sympathy has bred, [To her. 
I mourn ; and wiſh I could recal the Dead. 
Love ſoftens me; and blows up Fires, which paſs 
Through my tough Heart, and melt the ſtubborn 
Maſs. | 4 (Breach; 
Ind. Break Heart; or Choak with Sobs m1 hatred. 
Do thy own work, admit no foreign n 
| U 
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Alas! Why do I make this uſeleſs moan > 
I'm dead already, for my Soul is gone. 


To them Mir Baba. Ts 
4 | (tell; 
Mir. What Tongue the terror of this Night cau 
Within, without, and round the Citadel ! 
A new form'd Faction does your Pow'r oppole ; 
The Fight's confus'd , and all who meet ate Foes. 
A ſecond Clamour from the Town we hear; 
And the far noiſe ſo loud it drowns the near, 
Aba, who ſeem'd our Friend, is either fled 
*Or , what we fear, our Enemies does head. 


Your frighted Soldiers ſcarce their Ground maintain. 


Mor. I thank their Fury; we (hall fight again: 
They rouze my rage; I'm eager to ſubdue: 
'Tis fatal to with-hold my Eyes from you, 
[Exit with the two Omrahs. 


8 ** 
Enter Melefinda, | 
Mel. Can Miſery no place of ſafety know? 


The noiſe purſues me whereſoe er I go, 
As Fate ſought only me, and where I fled, 
Aim'd all its Darts at my Devoted Head. 
And let it; I am now paſt care of Life; 
The laſt of Women, an abandon'd Wife, 
Ind. Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you 
I ſtand oblig'd to Fortune or to Fear. (here, 
Weak Women ſhould, in danger, herd like Deer. 
But ſay. from whence this new Combuſtion ſprings ? 
Are there yet more Morat's ? more fighting Kings? 
Mel. Him from his Mother's Love your Eyes 
Andnow her Arms the cruel ſtrife decide. (divide, 
Ind. wo ſtrange Misfortunes my vex'd Life 
atte 5 


| > : 
Death will be kind and all my Sorrows end, 
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If Nourmahal prevail, I know my Fate. 
Mel. I pity, as my own, your hard eſtate 
But what can my weak Charity afford? 
I have no longer Int'reſt in my Lord; 
Nor in his Mother, He: She owns her hate 
Aloud, and would her {elf uſurp the State. 
Ind. I'm ſtupifi'd with Sorrow, paſt relief 
Of tears , parch'd up and wither'd with my Grief, 
| m— Dry mourning will decays more deadly 
bring; ä 
As a — Wind burns a too forward Spring. 
Give Sortow vent, and let the Sluces go. 
Ind. My Tears are all congeal'd, and will not flow. 
Mel. Have Comfortzyield not to the blows of Fate. 
Ind. Comfort, like Cordials after Death, comes late. 
Name not ſo vain a word; my hopes are fled: 
Think your Morat were kind, and think him dead. 
Mel. I can no more 
Can no mote Arguments for Comfort find: 
Your boding Words have quite o'erwhelm'd my 
Mind. [Clattering of Weapons within. 
Ind, The noiſe increaſes as the Billows roar, 
When rolling from afar, they threat the Shore. 
She comes; and feeble Nature now I ſind 
Shrinks back in danger, and forſakes my Mind. 
I wiſh to Die , yet dare not Death endure; 
Deteſt the Med'cine, yet deſire the Cure. | 
would have Death; but mild, and at Command: 
I dare not truſt him in another's hand. 
In Nourmabal's, he would not mine appear; 
But arm'd with Terror, and diſguis'd with Fear. 
Mel. Beyond this place you can have no retreat: 
Stay here, and I the danger will repeat. 
I fear not Death, becauſe my Life I hates 
And envious Death will ſhun th'unfortunate. 
Ind, You muſt not venture. 
Mel. Let me: I may do 
Fa | F My 
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My ſelf a kindneſs in obliging you. 

In your lov'd Name T'il ſeek my angry Lord; 

And beg your ſafety from his conqu'ring Sword: 

So his Protection all your Fears will caſe, 

And I ſhall ſee him once, and not diſpleaſe. Ex. 

Ind. O wretched Queen! what Pow's thy Life 
can fave? \ 

A Stranger, and Unfriended , and a Slave! 


Enter Nourmahal , Zayda , and Abas, with Soldiers. 


Alas, ſhe's here! | 
" [Indamora withdraws to the inward part 
i of the Scene. | 
Nour. Heartleſs they fought, and quitted ſoon 
their ground » 
While ours with eaſie Victory were Crown'd. 
To you, Ab, my Life and Empire too, 
And, what's yet deater, my Revenge I owe. 
eAbas, The vain Morat by his own raſhneſs 
wrought , | | 
Too ſoon diſcover'd his ambitious Thought, 
Belicy'd me his, becauſe I ſpoke him fair, 
And pitch'd his Head into the ready Snare. 
Hence twas I did his Troops at firſt admit; 
But ſuch, whoſe numbers could no fears beget. 
By them the Emperor's Party firſt I flew , 
Then turn'd my Arms the Victors to ſubdue. 
Nour. Now let the head-ftrong Boy my Will 
controul : (the Soul. 
Virtue's no Slave of Man ; no Sex confines 
I , for my ſelf, th' Imperial Scat will gain, 
And he ſha!l wait my leiſure for his Reign. 
Bart ¶Aurenge Zebe is no where to be found. 
And now perhaps in Death's cold Arms he lies: 
1 fought , and conquer'd, yer have loſt the Prize. 
_ you chance of War determin'd well the 
IIIe „ 9 
That rack'd you, 'twixt the Lover and the 155 
0 8 
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He's dead, whoſe Love has ſully'd all your Reign, 
And made you Empreſs of the World in vain. 
Nour, No; I my Pow'r and Pleaſure would divide: 
The Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then 
had dy'd. | : | 
I rage, to think without that Bliſs I live; 
That I could with what Fortune would not give. 
But, what Love cannot, Vengeance mult ſupply ; 
She, who bereav'd me of his Heart, (hall die. 
Zaid. I'll ſearch, far diſtant hence ſhe cannot be. 
| [ Going in. 
Nour. This wondrous Maſter- Piece I fain 
would ſee ; f 
This fatal Helen who can Wars inſpire, 
Make Kings her Slaves, and ſet the World on fire, 
My Husband lock'd his Jewel from my view: 
Or durſt not ſer the falſe one by the true. 
Re. enter Zayda leading Indamora. 
Zayd. Your frighted Captive, e're ſhe dies, 
receive; | 
Her Soul's juſt going elſe, without your leave. 
Nour. A fairer Creature did my Eyes ne'er ſee! 
Sure ſhe was form'd by Heav'n, in ſpite to me! 
Some Angel copy'd, while I ſlept, each Grace, 
And molded ev'ry Feature from my Face. 
Such Majeſty does from her Forehead riſe , 
Her Cheeks ſuch Bluſhes caſt , ſuch Rays her Eyes, 
Nor I, nor Envy, can a blemiſh find. 
The Palace is without, too well deſign'd: 
Conduct me in, for I will view thy Mind. 
Speak, if thou haſt a Soul, that I may ſee, _ 
If Heav'n can make throughout another me, [To her. 
Ind. My Tears and Miſeries maſt plead my Cauſe ; 
; [ Kneeling, 
My Words, the terror of your Preſence awes : 
Mortals, in fight of Angels, mute become; 
The nobler Nature ſtrikes th' inferior dumb. 
: | F 1 Nour. 


| | 
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Nour. The Palm is, by the Foes confeſſion , mine; 
Bur 1 diſdain , what baſely you reſign. 
Heav'n did, by me, the ourward Model build; 
Its inward work, the Soul, with rubbiſh fill'd. 
vet, Oh! Th' imperfect Piece moves more yh 
'Tis gilded o'er with Youth, to catch the ſight. 
The Gods have poorly robb'd my Virgin bloom, 
And what I am, by what I was, o'ercome. 
Traitreſs, reſtore my Beauty and my Charms, 
Nor ſteal my Conqueſts with my proper Arms. 

Ind. What have I done, thus co inflame your hate ? 
I am not guilty, but unfortunate. 

Nour. Not guilty ,when * looks my powꝰ r be- 
Seduce Mankind, mySubject,trom my Sway, [tray, 
Take all, my Hearts and all my Eyes away ? 

My Husband firſt, but that I could forgive: 
He only mov'd and talk'd , but did not live. 
My <Aurenge-Zebe, for I date own the Name, 
The glorious Sin, and the more glorious Flame. 


Him, from my Beauty, have thy Eyes 1 8 © 


And ſtarv'd the Joys of my expected Bed. ¶ dead. 
Ind. His Love ſo ſought, he's happy that he's 
O had I Courage but to meet my Fate 
That ſhort. dark Paſſage to a future State: | 
That melancholy Riddle of a Breath. 


Nour. That ſomething , or that nothing, after 


Death : | 
Take this, and teach thy ſelf, 
| | Giving 4 Daopver. 
Ind. Alas ! DOE I 
Nour, =— Why doſt thou ſhake? 5 
Diſhonour not the Vengeance I deſign'd: 
A Queen, and own 2 baſe Plebeian Mind 1 


FE. 
— ñEU—Eä — 
* * — 
4 8 —ñ kͤ— 1 — 


Let it drink deep in thy moſt vital part: 
8 Strike home, and do me reaſon in thy Heart, 
| | Ind. I dare not. 3 | 


Neur. Do't while I ſtand by and ſee , 


Ar 


N 
| 
i 
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At my full guſt , without the drudgery. 

I love a Foe, who dares my Stroke prevent, 
Who gives me the full Scene of my content. 
Shows me the Eying Souls convulſi ve Strife, 

And all the Anguiſh of departing Life. | 
Diſdain my Mercy, and my Rage defie ; 8 


85 


Curſe me with thy laſt Breath; and make me ſee 
A Spirit worthy to have rival'd me. 

Ind. Oh, I deſire to die, but dare not yet: 
Give me ſome reſpite , I'll diſcharge the Debt. 
Without my eAurenge-Zebe I would not live. 

Nour. Thine , Traitreſs ! Thine ! That word 

has wing'd thy Fate, 1 5 
And put me paſt the tedious forms of Hate. 
I'll kill thee with ſuch eagerneſs and haſte , 
As Fiends let looſe, would lay all Nature waſte. 

[ Indamora runs bath , & Nourmahal is running 

to her. Claſhing of Swords is heard within, 

Sold, Yield , y're o'er power'd : reſiſtance is in vain. 


[Within. 
Mor. Then Death's my choice: Submiſſion I 
diſdain. | [ Within, 
Nour. Retite , you Slaves: Ah whither does he run 
| Ai the Door. 


On pointed Swords? Dilarm , but ſave my Son. 
Enter Morat ſtaggering , and upheld by Soldiers. 
Mor. She Lives! Aud I thall (ee her once again! 

I have not thrown away my Life in vain. 5 

[Catches hold of Indamora's Gown , 
++. 4 and falls by her; ſhe ſus. 

I can no more 17 0 5 — Fas Death 5 find 

My fainting Body byaſs'd by my Mind. 

I Cos, — » {till Sr Soul 

Points to your Breaſt , and trembles to its Pole. 
To them Meleſinda haſtily, caſting her ſelf on 
85 the other ſide of Morat. + 
Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! The worſt of woes 1 find, 

PA F 3 Live 
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Live ſtill : Oh live, live ev'n to be unkind. 
With half ſhur Eyes he ſeeks the doubtful day; 
But, ah! He bends his Sight another way. 
He faints ! And in that Sigh his Soul is gone; 
Yet Heaven's unmov'd, yer Heav'n looks careleſs on. 
| Nour. Where are thoſe Pow'rs which Monarchs 
ſhould defend? 
Or do they vain Authority pretend 
O're humane Fates, and their weak Empire ſhow , 
Which cannot guard their Images below ? 
If, as their Image, he was not Divine, 
They ought to have reſpected him as mine. 
I'll waken them with my Revenge; and ſhe, 
Their Indamora, ſhall my Victim be; 
And helpleſs Heav'n ſhall mourn in vain, like me. 
[As ſhe is going to ſtab Indamora, Morat 
raiſes himſelf, and holds her Hand. 
Mor. Ah, what are we, Seriſe, 
Who dare maintain with Heav'n this wretched 
Puft with the Pride of Heay'ns own Gift, frail Life. 
That Blaſt which my ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 
See by how weak a Tenure it was held! 
I only ſtay to fave the Innocent: 
Oh envy not my Soul its laſt content. 
Ind. No, let me die; Im doubly ſummon'd now: 
Firſt, by my Aurenge· Zebe; and ſince, by you. 
My Soul grows hardy, and can Death endure: 
Your Convoy makes the dangerous way ſecure. 
Mel. Let me, at leaſt a Funeral Marriage crave; 
Nor grudge my cold Embraces in the Grave. 
I have too juſt a Title in the Strife: 0 10 
By me, unhappy me, he Joſt his Life. 
I call'd him hither; twas my fatal Breath; 
And I the Screech- Ol that proclaim'd his Death. 


- | [Shouts within. 
Abu. What new Alarms are theſe? I'll haſte 


ur . 
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Nour. Look up, and live; and Empire ſhall be thine. 
Mor. That I contemn'd ev'n when I thought it 
mine. 
Oh, I muſt yield to my hard Deſtinies, 
And muſt for ever ceaſe to ſee your Eyes. 
o Indamora. 
Mel. Ah turn your Sight to me my deareſt Lord! 
Can you not one, one parting Look afford? 
Ev'n ſo unkind in Death? bur ttis in vain; 
I loſe my Breath, and to the Winds complain; 
Yet *tis as much in vain your cruel Scorn : 
Still T can love , without this laſt return. 
Nor Fate, noryou, can my vow'd Faith controul ; 
Dying, I'll follow your diſdainful Soul: | 
A Ghoſt, I'll haunt your Ghoſt ; and where you go, 
With mournful Murmurs fill the Plains below. 
Mor. Be happy, Meleſinda , ceaſe to grieve , 
And for a more deſerving Husbaud , live: 
Can you forgive me? | 
Mel. — Can I! O my Heart! 
Have I heard one kind word before we part? 
I can, I can forgive: Is that a task | 
To love like mine? Are you ſo good to ask 
One Kiſs —— Oh *tis too great a Bleſſing this; 
| [Kiſſes him, : 
I would not live to violate the Bliſs. 
Re- enter Abas. 
eAbas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more; 
The Fort's revolted to the Emperour : 
The Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn 
And Deluges of Armies from the Town 
Come pow ring in: I heard the mighty Flaw , 
When firſt it broke; the crowding Enſign ſaw , 
Which choak'd the Paſlage ; and an Ke leaſt I fear'd) 
The waving Arms of Aurenge-Zebe appeard, 
Diſplay'd with your Morat's. ® 5; 
FLA F 4 In 
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In either's Flag the Golden Setpents bear, 


Thou ſhalt not break yet Heart, nor ſhall 


Erected Creits alike , like Volumes rear , 

And mingle Friendly hiſſings in the Air. 
- Their Troops are joyn'd , and our deſtruction nigh. 

Nour. Tis vain to fight, and 1 diſdain to flie. 

I'll mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend ; 
And, ſpite of Fortune , make a glorious end. 

In pois nous Draughts my Libetty I'll find: 

And from the i World ſet free my Mind. 


Exit. | 


At the other end of the Stage, Enter Aurenge-Zebe, 
Dianet, and Attendants, Aurenge- Zebe 
turns back , and ſpeaks entring. 
Aur. The Lives of all who ceaſe from Combat, 
My Brothers be your moſt peculiar Cate. (ſpare ; 


Out impious uſe no longer {hall obtain; 


Brothers no mote by Brothers ſhall be ſlain. 
| | [Seeing Indamora«nd Morat. 
Ha! do I dream? is this my hop'd Succeſs? 
I grow a Statue, ſtiff, and motionleſs, 
Look, Dianet; for I dare not truſt theſe Eyes; 
They dance in Miſts, and dazle with ſurprize. 
Dia. Sir, tis Morat; dying he ſeems, or dead: 
And Indamora's Handi. — 25 
Aur. — Supports his Head [Sighing. 
ſhe know 
My inward Torments by my outward Show. 
To let her ſee my weakneſs were too baſe: 
Diſſembled Quiet ſit upon my Face: 


+ My Sorrow to my Eyes no paſſage find , 


But let it inward fink, and drown my Mind. 

Falſhood ſhall want ics Triumph: I begin 

To ſtagger ; but I'll prop my ſelf within. 

The ſpacious Tow'r no ruin ſhall diſclole, 

Till down , at once , the mighty Fabrick goes. 

Mor. In ſign that Idic yours, reward my Love, 
1 [To Indamora. 

| And 


= 


a bead hd of A "Rs. 


„ 


The Great-Mogul. 89 


And ſeal my Paſſport to the bleſs'd above. 

12 [Kiſſing ber Hand. 
Ind. O ſtay, or take me with you when you go: 

There's nothing now worth living for below. 
Mor. I leave you not; for my expanded Mind 

Grows up to Heav'n, while it to you is joyn'd: 

Not quitting, but enlarg'd | A blazing Fire, 

Fed from the Brand. : [Dies. 
Mel. Ah me! he's gone! I die! I Swoons. 
Ind. — Oh diſmal Day! | 

Fate, thou haſt ravith'd my laſt hope away, 

O Heav'n ! my Aurenge-Zebe 
[She turns and ſees Aurcnge-Zebe ſtanding 
Lu her, and ſtarts. 

— What ſtrange ſurprize ! 

Or does my willing Mind delude my Eyes, 

And ſhews the Figure always preſent there? 

Or liv'ſt thou? am I bleſs'd, and ſee thee here? 
cAur. My Brother's Body ſee convey'd with care, 

Turning from her to his Attendants, 

Where we may Royal Sepulture propare. 

With ſpeed to Meleſinda bring relief 

Recal her Sp'rits, and moderate her Grief —— 

I go, to take for ever from your view 

| [Turning to Ind. 

Both the lov'd Object, and the hated too. 

Going away after the Bodies , which are carvied off. 
Ind. Hear me; yet think not that I beg your 
ay » , [ Laying hold of him. 

I will be heard, and after take your way. 

Go; bur your late Repentance ſhall be vain, 

f 1 [He ſtruggles ſtil. She lets him go. 

I'll never, never ſee your Face again. [Turning away. 
Aur. Madam, I know whatever you can ſay: 

You might be pleas'd not to command my ſtay. 

All things are yet diſorder'd in he Fort; 

I muſt crave leave your Audience may be *. . 


| 
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Ind. Yon need not fear I ſhall detain you long; 
Yet you may tell me your pretended wrong. 
Aur. Is that the bus'neſs , then my ſtay is vain. 
Ind. How are you injur'd ? is 
eAur. — When did I complain? 
Ind. Leave off your forc'd Reſpect — 
And ſhew your Rage in its moſt furious Form : 
I'm arm'd with Innocence to brave the Storm. 
You heard, perhaps , your Brother's laſt deſire; 
And after ſaw him in my Arms expire. 
Saw me, with Tears, ſo great 2 loſs bemoan : 
Heard me complaining my laſt hopes were gone. 
Aur. Oh ſtay, or take me withyou when you go, 
There's nothing now worth living for below. 
Unhappy Sex! Whole Beauty is your Snare; 
Expos'd to Trials; made too frail to bear. 
I grow a Fool , and ſhow my Rage again: 
"Tis Nature's fault; and why ſhould 1 complain? 
Ind. Will you yet hear me? 
eAur. — Yes, till you relate | 
What Powerfull Motives did your change create. 


Lou thought me dead, and prudently did weigh, 


m__— were but vain , and brought but Youths 
ecay. | . 
Then, in Morat, your hopes a Crown deſign'd; 
And all the Woman work'd within your Mind. 
I rave again, and to my Rage return, | 
To be again ſubjected to your ſcorn, 

Ind, J wait till this long ſtorm be over-blown. 

Aur. I'm conſcious of my folly : I have done 
I cannot rail; but filently I'll grieve. 
How did I truſt ! and how did you deceive ! 


I dearly buy thy Generoſity. 
Ind. rnd 2 he then d 2 


Oh, Arimant, would I had dy'd for thee 1 8 | 


Aur.— Unknown ro me, l 
He took my Arms; and while I forc'd my way, 
Tmobgb 
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Through Troops of Foes, which did our paſ- 
ſage ſtay , | 
My Buckler o'er my aged Father caſt, 
Still fighting, ſtill defending as I paſt. 
The noble Arimant uſurp'd my Name; 
Fought , and took from me, while he gave 
me, Fame. | 
To Aurenge-Lebe, he made his Soldiers cry, 
And ſeeing not, where he heard danger nigh , 
Shot, like a Star, through the — Sky. 
A ſhort, but mighty Aid : at length he fell. 
My own Adventures, 'twere loſt time to tell. 
Or how my Army entring in the Night, 
Surpriz'd our Foes; the dark diſorder d Fight, 
How my appearance, and my Father ſhown, 
Made Peace ; and all the rightful Monarch own. 
I've ſumm'd it briefly, ſince it did relate 
Th” unwelcome ſafety of the Man you hate. 
Ind. As briefly wall I clear my Innocence: 
Your alter'd Brother dy'd in my defence. 
Thoſe Tears you law, that tenderneſs I ſnow'd, 
Were juſt effects of Grict and Gratitude. 
He dy'd my Couvert. | 
Aur. — But your Lover too: 
Id heard his Words, and did your Actions view. 
You ſeem'd to mourn another Lover dead: 
My Sighs you gave him, and my Tears you ſhed. 
But wotſt of all, | | 
Your Gratitude for his defence was ſhown : ' 
It proy'd you valu'd Life when I was gone. 
nd. Not that I valu'd Life; bur fear d to die: 
Think that my Weakneſs, not Inconſtancy. 
Aur. Fear thow'd you doubted of your on 
intent: 
And ſhe who doubts becomes leſs innocent. 
Tell me not you could fear; 
Fear's a large Promiſer; who ſubject live 2. 
0 
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To that baſe Paſſion, know not what they give. 
No circumſtance of Grief you did deny ; 
And what could ſhe give more who durſt not Dic? 
Ind. My Love, my Faith. 
Aur. — Both ſo adult'rate grown, 
When mix'd with fear , they never could be known. 
I wiſh no ill might her I love befall; | 
Bur ſhe ne'er lov'd, who durſt not venture all. 
Her Life and Fame ſhould my concernment be; 
But ſhe ſhould only be afraid for me. | 
Ind. My Heart was your's; but, Oh ! You 
left it here, | 
Abandon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear: 
If they forc'd from me one kind Look or Word, 


Could you not that, not that ſmall part afford? 


Aur. If you had lov'd , you nothing your's 
could call : | 8 | 
Giving the leaſt of mine, you gave him all. 
True Love's a Miſer, ſo tenacious grown, 
He weighs to the leaſt grain of what's his own. 
More delicate than Honour's niceſt (ence ; 
Neither to give nor take the leaſt offence. 
With , or without you , I can have no reſt : 
What ſhall I do? Y'are lodg'd within my Breaſt. 
Your Image never will be thence diſplac'd ; 
But there it lies, ſtabb'd, mangl'd, and defac'd ; 
Ind. Yet , to reſtore the quiet of your Heart, 


There's one way left. 


Aur. — Oh name it? 
Ind. =— is to part. 

Since perfect Bliſs with me you cannot prove, 

I ſcorn to bleſs by halves the Man I love. 

n. eAur. Now you diſtract me more : ſhall then 
'. the Day, | (decay ? 
Which views my Triumphs , ſee our Loves 
Muſt I new bars to my own joy create? 
Refuſe my ſelf, what I had forc'd from Fate? 

What 


What though I am not lov'd > 

Reaſon's nice Taſte does our Delights deſtroy ; 

Brutes are more bleſs d who groſly feed on Joy. 
Ind. Such endleſs Jealouſies your Love purſue, 

I can no more be fully bleſs'd than you. 

I therefore go , to free us both from pain, 

I priz'd your Perſon, but your Crown diſdain. . 

Nay , ev'n my own 

I give it you : for ſince I cannot call , 

Your Heart my Subject, I'll not Reign at all. | Ex. 


Aur. Go : though thou leav'ſt me torcur'd 
on the Rack, 


"Twixt Shame and Pride, I cannot call thee back. 


When ſhe exacts it, can I ſtoop fo low ? 
Yes; for ſhe's guiltleſs ; but ſhe's haughty too. 
Great Souls long ſtruggle c're they own a Crime: 
She's gone; and leaves me no repenting time. 

I'll call her now; ſure if ſhe loves, ſhe'll ſtay; 
Linger at leaſt , or not go far away. 


[ Looks to the Door, and returns, 
For ever loſt , and I repent too late; 8 


She's guiltleſs, and I ſhould ſubmit; but Oh ! 8 


My fooliſh Pride would ſet my whole Eſtate, 
Till, at one throw, I loſt all back ro Fate. 
To him the Emperour , drawing in 
Indamora , «Attendants. | 
Emp. It muſt not be, that he by whom we live, 
Should no advantage of his Gift receive. 
Should he be wholly wretched? He alone, 
In this bleſs'd Day, a Day ſo much his own ? 
| | [ To Indamora. 
I have not quitted yet a Victor's right; 
I'll make you happy in your own deſpight. 
I love you ſtill; and if I ſtruggle hard 
To give, it ſhows the worth of the Reward. 
Ind. Suppoſe he has o ercome; muſt I find place 
Among his Conquer'd Foes, and ſuc for Grace ? 
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Be pardon'd , and confeſs I lov'd not well > 
What though none live my Innocence to tell? 
I know it: Truth may own a generous Pride: 
I clear my ſelf, and cate for none beſide. 
Aur. Oh, Indamora, you would break my Heart! 
Could you reſolve on any terms to part ? 
I thought your Love eternal: was it ry'd 
So looſly, that a Quarrel could divide? 
I grant that my ſuſpicions were unjuſt, _ 
But would you leave me for a {mall diſtruſt ? 
Forgive thoſe fooliſh words == | Kneeling to her. 
They were the Froth my raging Folly mov'd, 
When it boil'd up: I knew not then I lov'd; 
Yet then lov'd moſt. 
Ind. To Aur.) You would but half be bleſt! 
[Giving her hand, ſmiling. 
Aur. — Oh do but try 
My eager Love: I'll give my ſelf the Lic. 
The very hope is a full happineſs; 
Yer ſcanty meaſures What I ſhall poſſeſs. 
Fancy it ſelf, ev'n in enjoy ment,, is 
But a dumb judge, and cannot tell its Bliſs. 
Emp. Her Eyes a ſecret yielding do confels, 
And promiſe to partake your Happineſs. 
May all the Joys I did my ſelf purſue, 
Be rais'd by her, and multiply'd on you. 
A Proceſſion of Prieſts , Slaves following , and 
laſt Meleſinda in Whue. | 
Ind. Alas! what means this Pomp ? 
eAur. is the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to Indian Waves allow. 
When fatally their Virtue they approve; 
Chearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Love, 
Ind. Oh my fore-boding Heart! th' event I fear; 
And ſee! ſad Meleſinda does appear. 
. Mel. You wrong my Love; what Gricf do I 


betray 2? 


This, 
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This is the Triumph of my Nuptial-day. 
My better Nuprials; which, in ſpight of Fate, 
For ever joyn me to my dear Morat. 
Now I am pleas'd; my Jealouſies are o'er. 
He's mine; and I can loſe him now no more. 
* 2 no falſe ſnow of Fame your Reaſon 
lind. a 
Ind. You have no right to die; he was not kind. 
Mel. Had he been kind, I could no Love have : 
ſhown : | | | 
Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done. 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no return: 
But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. 
Rich in it (elf, like Elemental Fire, 
Whoſe pureneſs does no Aliment require. 
In vain you would bereave me of my Lord; 
For I will Die: Die is too bale a word ; 
I'll ſeek his Breaſt, and kindling by bis fide, 
Adorn'd with Flames, I'll mount a glorious Bride, 
+ 5 1 Exit. 
Enter Nourmahal diſtracted, with Zandt 
Zayd. She's loſt, ſhe's loſt !bur why do I complain 
For her, who generouſly did Life diſdain! 
Poiſon'd , ſhe raves 
Th' invenom'd Body does the Soul attack ; 
Th' invenom'd Soul works its own Poiſon back. 
Nour. I burn, I more than burn; I am all fire: 
See how my Mouth and Noſtrils flame expire. 
I'll not come near my ſelf m— _ | 
Now I'm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows; 1 
Truth, and pour it all upon my Foes. 
Pull, pull that reverend piece of Timber near: 
Throw't on <= "tis dry — "twill burn 3 
Ha Ha! How my old Husband crackles there! 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about: 
I know him: he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. 
Fan me, you Winds: what not one breath of Air? 
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I burn 'em all, and yet have flames'to ſpare, 
Quench me: pour on whole Rivers. Tis in vain 2 
Morat ſtands there to drive em back again. 

With thoſe huge Bellows in his hands, he blows \ 
New fire into my Head : my Brain-pan glows. 
See, lee ! There's Aurenge- Lebe too takes his part; 
But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 
Aur. Alas: What Fury's this? 
Nour. — That's he, that's he! 
| [ Stareing upon him, and catehing at h im. 

I know the dear Man's Voice : | 
And this my Rival, chis the curſed ſhe. 

They Kiſs; into each others Arms they run: 

Cloſe „ cloſe, cloſe! mult I ſee, and mult have none ? 
Thou art not hers: Give me that eager Kiſs, 

Ingtateful! have I loſt Morat for this? 

Will you 2 — before my Face? — poor helpleſs 

See all; and have my Hell before I die! 

| {Sinks down, 

,- Emp. With thy laſt Breath thou haſt thy Crimes 

confeſt: 


Tarewel; and take, what thou ne'er gav'ſt me, reſt. 
But you, my Son, receive it better here: 
| - [Giving him Indamora's Hand. 
I )!hhe juſt Rewards of Love and Honour wear. 

| Receive the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ſerv'd ; 
Receive the Crown your Loyalty preſerv'd. 
Take you the Reins, while I from Cares remove, 
And ſleep within the Chariot which I drove. 

35 Exeunt. 
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AR. Task! and ſo I told the Fool, 
Who needs would undertake to pleaſe by Rule. 
He thought that, if bu Characters were good. 
The Scenes entire , and freed from Noiſe and Blood. 
The Action great, yet circumſcrib'd by Time, 
The Words not forc' d, but ſliding into Rhime , 
The Paſſions rais d and calm'd by juſt Degrees, 
As Tides are ſWell'd , and then retire to Seas, 
He thoueht , in hitting theſe , his bus*nefs done, 
Though he, perhaps, has fail'd in ev'ry one. 
But , after all, a Poet muſt confeſs , 
Hu Art's like Phyſick, but a happy gueſs. 
Your Pleaſure on your Fancy muſt depend : 
The Lady's pleas d, juſt & ſhe likes her Friend, 
No Song ! no Dance! no Show! he fears you'll ſay. 
You love all Naked Beauties but a Play. 
He much miſtakes your Methods to Delight; 
And, like the French, abhors our Target fight: 
But thoſe damn d Dogs can never be "th' right, 
True Englſh hate your Monſieur's Paultry Arts; 
For you are all Silk-Weavers in your Hearts. 
Bold Britains, at 4 brave Bear-Garden Fray. 
eAre roux d: and clatt*ring Sticks, cry, Play, Play, Play. 
Mean time, your filthy Foreigner will ſtare, 
And mutter to himſelf, Ha, gens Barbare ! 
And, Gad, "tis well he mutters ; well for him; 
Our Butchers elſe would Tear him Limb from Limb, 
'Tis true, the time may come, your Sons may be 
Infected with this French Civility. | 
But this in after Ages will be done: | 
Our Poet writes à Hundred Years too ſoon. 

MES - 
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comes on too ſlow , or he ioo ſaſt: on 


ce 
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> would excel, when few can make a Teſt 


* 


Berwixt indiſf rent Writing and the beſt ? 

For Favours cheap and common who would ſtrive, 
Which , like abandon'd Proſtitutes , you give } 

Yet ſcatter d here and there , I ſome behold, 

Who tan diſcern the * from the Gold. 

To theſe he Writes ;, and if by them allou /d, 

*Tis their Prerogative to rule the Crowd. 

For he more ſears, (like @ preſuming Man) 

Their Votes who cannot judge, than theirs who car. 
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